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It is the year 2114 according to Terrestrial chronology. Thus, less than one 
and a half centuries had passed for Earthlings since the successful moon 
landing of a rocket with chemical propulsion, the prelude to the reality of 
space travel. 


Despite this incredibly short interval measured on the cosmic time scale, 
the Solar Imperium, created and guided by Perry Rhodan, had developed 
into a corner pillar of Galactic might. 


However, the existence of the Solar Imperium and its predecessor, The 
Third Power, were repeatedly threatened during their short history. But 
mankind succeeded in repulsing the various attacks regardless of their 
nature. It even seemed that each deadly attack made mankind only more 
powerful. 

The Earthlings can be compared to the legendary bird Phoenix, who was 
born again and rose from the ashes of its death, newly re armed with the 
strength of youth. Nevertheless, the latest events in space are a source of 
the greatest concern to those responsible for the Solar Imperium! 


After the Posbi danger was crushed, the Invisibles became active. 
They are the AGENTS OF DESTRUCTION who plague the Earth... 
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... AND THE BRUNT OF THE COUNTER OFFENSIVE IS BORNE BY 


Perry Rhodan — First Administrator of the Solar Imperium. 
Reginald Bell — “Chubby” gets into hot water. 

Pucky — His leisure time is occupied with a search for bombs. 
Cafzen — Galactic trader who is permitted to land on Earth. 


Allan D. Mercant — The Solar Marshal, whose Counter Intelligence 
Organization is unable to cope with the Invisibles. 


Sgt. Maas — Pilot of the PENGUIN, a man with a macabre sense of humor. 


CONSPIRACY AGAINST TERRA 


Planet Na Thir in the Blue System was the scientific center for Bionics. 


Alltok, Master of the First Grade, looked pensively at his assistant Sill. Sill, 
who only a few days earlier had been promoted to personal assistant of the 
Master, became uneasy under the searching gaze 


Alltok waved his hand with a disdainful gesture. “You’re admiring these 
Terranians, Sill, aren’t you? Did I make the wrong choice when I gave you 
a chance to become my assistant?” 


Sill belonged to the young generation. As a child he had witnessed the 
arrival of Terranian spaceships in the Blue System. He had heard how his 
elders had spoken the name of Perry Rhodan like a curse. But he had also 
followed the course of events which found the Great Council more and 
more willing to regard the Terranians as equal partners and to grant them 
trading bases in the Akonian world. 


Sill looked at him, surprised. “Yes,” he said simply, “I admire the 
Terranians. Especially, I consider Perry Rhodan a leader of genius. Such 
personalities are born only once every ten thousand years.” 


Alltok interrupted him in a sarcastic tone of voice: “You’re too young to 
judge this. The future will teach you that Perry Rhodan won’t be 
remembered in the history of the Galaxy either with or without the Posbis.” 


Sill did not argue with his superior and they both returned to their work. 


ok 


The Akonian Coordinator Ohd laughed grimly. “You’re right, Ge Latz,” he 
said. “This is the best joke I’ ve ever heard. And it serves that Perry Rhodan 
right! I’ve waited for this hour!” 


“Ohd,” replied the unpleasant Ge Latz from the picture screen, “I'll be 
happy only when Perry Rhodan will be gone. He’s spoiled our apparently 
perfect plans too often.” 


Ohd burst into laughter. “You may depend on my men, Ge Latz! Not only 
do we build the best matter transmitters but we also have the best 
specialists operating them. You take care of the first part and I'll finish the 


rest with my people. I’m curious how Rhodan could extricate himself from 
this one.” 


Ge Latz was much less sure of victory than his friend Ohd. But before he 
could reply to his remark Ohd asked: “Hasn’t this plan been evaluated 
positronically, Ge Latz?” 


“Yes, indeed,” the answer came from a distance of 800 light years. The 
positronic computer maintains with a probability of 98. 5% that the Solar 
Imperium will be destroyed.” 


“What more do you want, Ge Latz? This is an incredibly high assessment. 
What did you expect? 100%? The positronic computer will never give you 
that.” 


Ohd looked at the picture screen showing the face of Ge Latz. Not a muscle 
moved in his face. Then Ge Latz explained: “In any other case I'd say that 
before long the Solar Imperium will cease to exist. A probability of 1.5% is 
of little importance. But here we’re facing Perry Rhodan! None of us could 
do much with 1.5%, but Perry Rhodan might! He’s capable of throwing 
over the entire Blue System with this probability of 1.5%!” 


“Although we... ?” 


Ohd’s impulsive question was interrupted by Ge Latz. “Don’t mention any 
names, Ohd! You must realize that I didn’t give you any official orders. 
Never forget that. If anything goes wrong, we’ll deny everything. I don’t 
know anything about it officially.” 


Ohd replied calmly: “To get rid of Rhodan and his Imperium I’m willing to 
risk a lot.” 


Abis Thegis had a function in the Blue System about which only 4 
members of the Great Council were fully informed. His slush fund was 
many times bigger than that of the Council. This position without a name 
was held for 21 generations by the members of Thegis’ family. 


Thegis had summoned 3 men to his office whose appearance inspired little 
confidence. 


Apparently it was not the first time they had met Abis Thegis. They 
listened in silence and suddenly began to grin. Abis Thegis refused to be 
interrupted. Dispassionately he outlined his plan. “You’re going to take 
over a ship of the Energy Command. The Solar Imperium has already been 
notified of its arrival. Its course is also known to the Terranians. You can’t 


change its course during the flight. But the final transition will not succeed. 
You’ll receive further instructions shortly before take-off. They’ll give you 
all the necessary information.” 


The 3 men nodded. 
“Any questions?” 


They shook their heads. “It’s too bad,” one of them remarked regretfully, 
“that the Terranians will never find out who rubbed out their ludicrous 
Imperium.” 


Abis Thegis replied coldly: “That’s unimportant. What matters is that soon 
the Solar Imperium will have disappeared from the Galaxy.” 


With these words he dismissed the 3 men who silently left the room. 


*k 


Counter intelligence Chief Allan D. Mercant possessed what used to be 
called the sixth sense by outdated theories. Only a few stones of an 
incomplete mosaic picture were enough to make him suspicious. 


Several such stones in the form of 6 reports from the Milky Way lay before 
him. They all came from the Blue System, the ally of the Solar Imperium. 


The Akonians were still upset about the fact that Perry Rhodan was 
unwilling to reveal the construction of the captured transfo-beamer to the 
Blue System. 


Two of the reports contained unofficial statements of members of the Great 
Council. Three others described the attitudes of intellectuals in the Akonian 
empire. The last report cautiously expressed the suspicion that a strong 
conspiracy against Perry Rhodan was developing in the Blue System, and 
that this underground movement might have the silent approval of the 
Great Council. 

Allan D. Mercant did not know at the moment what action to take although 
he was convinced of the imminent danger. 

Should he burden his boss with his suspicion? Didn’t he have enough 
trouble with the constant latent danger of the Posbis? And the second 
problem, the Laurins, was hardly less menacing. 

“Are we ever going to have peace in the Milky Way?” he questioned 
himself. 

He was alone in his office. Resignedly he stroked his forehead. Was the 
boss right to harshly reject the request of the Akonians for handing over a 


transfo-beamer cannon to them? Wouldn’t a more diplomatic answer have 
been better? Reginald Bell also had a different opinion about this problem 
and doubted that the treaty of September 10, 2113, which created the 
alliance between Terra, the Arkonides, and the Akonians could be 
interpreted in this sense. 


The Akonians will try anything to block us, Mercant mused. Their 
friendship is not sincere and never was. They secretly despise us. To them 
we’re upstarts and they consider the Arkonides to be vermin. We have the 
most splendid allies! I wonder if I ought to tell the boss that I regard the 
Akonians as the gravediggers of the Galaxy? 


Soundlessly the teletype next to him began to write a message. It was 
directly connected to Perry Rhodan’s teletype as well. Terra’s diplomatic 
representative at the governmental planet of the Blue System reported 
tersely: Agent VF 56 disappeared without a trace since 14:55 Blue System 
standard time. Notified Embassy at 14:54 of first grade emergency. Search 
for VF 56 so far without result. Stop. 


The letter V indicated that agent 56 possessed diplomatic status and could 
be expelled only as persona non grata. The letter F signified that the agent 
was a specialist in the field of structure absorbers, the instruments which 
prevented the detection of structure disturbances of transitions in space. 


Mercant did not know the name of the agent who was assigned the number 
56. He kept looking at the screen of the teletype machine. The text of the 
message had already disappeared. 


Besides Perry Rhodan and Mercant several departments for analysis of 
intelligence had also received the report. Now one of these departments 
sent the following message: 56. Paol Nash, Ph.D., 31 years old, married. 
Diplomatic passport B 556754, accredited to the Great Council. Absorber 
technique expert. Known for unobtrusive operation. Never reported first 
grade emergency in the past. 

The teletype machine turned itself off. 

“Paol Nash,” Mercant pensively repeated the name of the agent and 
diplomat who had disappeared on Sphinx. “I hope he has no children. . . 
Damn it, I’m talking nonsense!” Mercant chided himself but could not get 
rid of the feeling that Paol Nash was no longer among the living. 

Another little stone of the mosaic had been added but it still did not give a 
clear picture. Nevertheless it revealed more than enough to Mercant. The 
Counter Intelligence Chief expected trouble. 


Did it come from the Blue System? Or from the Posbis, or the invisibles, 


the inhuman Laurins? Or was there another peril threatening the Solar 
Imperium of which nobody had as yet any idea? 


Mercant got up. He had made a decision. He had to talk to Rhodan. It was 
his duty to advise the boss of his premonitions. 


ok 


His name was Mano-Ma. 
He was an Anti. 
And a murderer. 


He put back the disintegrator weapon which he had just used to shoot the 
Terranian Paol Nash. 


Mano-Ma left the place of his misdeed. He walked upright — like a man 
who felt completely safe. At that, the murder had been committed in the 
presence of witnesses. But the witnesses had done nothing to prevent the 
crime. 


There were 3 repugnant looking witnesses who gave the impression of 
coldblooded desperados. Mano-Ma walked over to the 3 witnesses, 
unafraid. 


Behind them was a ship of the Akonian Energy Command. 


*k 


Imperator Gonozal VII, Chief of the United Fleets of Arkon and Terra, 
was livid with rage. 


Eight Terranian General Staff officers looked at Atlan. The officer on duty 
had stopped in awe at the door to the radio room. He simply could not 
understand why the Imperator was that furious. The message showed 
nothing that unusual: a situation report from Arkon II, also mentioning the 
Akonians who operated the big matter transmitter station. 


Atlan slowly calmed down. “Here, gentlemen, look at this effrontery!” he 
exclaimed passing on the report. 


An officer took the note and read the text aloud. The message concluded: 
“The crew of the Akonian transmitter insisted that neither Arkonides nor 
Terranians would be permitted to serve as operators and their demand had 
to be complied with...” 


At this point Atlan interrupted the reader: “And one of these days our dear 
ancestors will force us to relinquish Arkon HI, Arkon II, and finally Arkon 


I! I'd like to know what ignorant fool has yielded to the demand of the 
transmitter crew.” He turned to the officer on duty still motionlessly 
standing there. “Find it out at once. I want to know as quickly as possible 
who it was!” 


Then he spoke to his staff again. “Gentlemen, you’re Terranians. ’'m an 
Arkonide. This makes a big difference to the Akonians. They consider you 
upstarts but they call us traitors of the people of Akonians from whom we 
descend. They’d like to see us annihilated rather today than tomorrow.” 


The radio officer came running back excitedly. 
“Well?” Atlan exclaimed. 


“Sir, ve just learned that the transmitter crew had presented a short term 
ultimatum. Since the Administrator could not be reached in the short time 
Reginald Bell had ordered . . .” 


Atlan swore loudly as the staff officers in the command center listened in 
icy silence. 

Then Atlan turned to the radio officer. “Send a message to Administrator 
Rhodan expressing my utter disagreement with Reginald Bell’s decision. It 
is a serious loss of prestige to have submitted to the ultimatum of the 
Akonian transmitter crew on Arkon III.” 


Unfortunately Atlan’s protest could not revoke the previously taken step. 


Atlan, who had stationed both fleets outside the star cluster M 13, received 
Perry Rhodan’s answer in silence. He was a good enough diplomat to 
realize that the situation at Arkon HI could not be changed for the moment. 
They could thank Reginald Bell for that. 


Atlan could read between the lines of Rhodan’s radio message that he was 
also opposed to Bell’s decision. Furthermore, it became obvious from the 
short message that danger was brewing! 


But from which direction? 


“You accomplished a masterpiece of diplomatic shortsightedness, Reggy!” 
Perry Rhodan severely upbraided Bell. “I don’t understand why you didn’t 
take the trouble to find me by radio. Now you’ve created a situation on 
Arkon III which we can hardly control.” 


Bell defended himself. “There’s no reason to speak to me in such a sharp 
tone, Perry. You, not I, have created this situation. You’ve adamantly 
refused to deliver a transfo-beamer cannon to the Blue System! You’ve 


interpreted the treaty of September 10th to suit yourself.” 


“Then show me the paragraph which obliges us to furnish a weapon of such 
magnitude to the Akonians.” 


Bell’s temper flared up. “The foundation of an alliance is good faith!” 


Rhodan replied calmly: “They don’t want the transfo-beamer to commit 
suicide. All they need for that is a rope. But a transfo-beamer is a perfect 
weapon to wipe out an entire people. To give the transfo-beamer to the 
Akonians means to become an accomplice to the murder of mankind. Will 
you ever understand how I feel about the Akonians? Remember that the 
Great Council and a mass of discontents in the Blue System consider us to 
be semi-apes and the Arkonides vermin! I consulted with Mercant an hour 
ago. We agreed that the Solar Defense is put on alarm. The Blue System 
will be closely watched by all our forces.” 


“Do you really think that the disappearance of our diplomatic agent at 
Sphinx is that ominous?” Bell asked meekly. 


“Mercant is extremely concerned. And so is the evaluation of Intelligence. 
Nash has never before sent an emergency message of the first order.” 


“Do they already know from where he has sent his message?” 


“No. The Embassy at Sphinx is still in the dark about the affair. The 
Akonian police is supposed to make every effort to crack the case. But 
reports like that must always be taken with a grain of salt.” 


“Now you’ve succeeded again in a roundabout way to make me admit that 
I’ve committed a spectacular mistake, Perry.” 


Perry Rhodan’s eyes showed a trace of derision. “Reg. you won’t be able to 
put me on the defensive by your methods. I never said you made a 
spectacular mistake. We’ll have to wait and see what the consequences, if 
any, of your decision will be. The Akonian super transmitters are no toys. 
They’ve used them once before to bring us to the brink of the abyss. It is 
possible to come to terms with one’s worst enemy without violating the 
principle of good faith. At the same time we must do our utmost to remain 
on guard. That’s why I’d never have given in to the demand of the 
transmitter crew on Arkon III. I hear that Atlan was furious about your 
decision. I’m sorry, but I can understand him only too well.” 


“But not me,” Bell growled. Rhodan was getting under his skin. 


“You, too, Bell. Or we wouldn’t be friends.” 


*k 


Gus Maltuus missed the ball Geo Arendt had smashed. It went out. The 
impartial calculator score keeper showed a score of 21:7. Thus Maltuus had 
also lost the third set. 


They shook hands at the net. “I’m having a bad day,” Maltuus commented. 
With their rackets under their arms they went to the lockers. 
“Were you at a party last night?” Arendt inquired, scrutinizing his friend. 


“Of course, a party!” he snapped. “A party with our 3 Laurins. To hell with 
it all!” 


“The Laurins, too?” 


Gus Maltuus suddenly stopped and opened up in anger. “They first and 
you, my friend, next. Lately you’ve done a fine job of avoiding the 
investigations!” 


Both were part of a team which had been appointed by the First 
Administrator to investigate the metabolism of the Laurins. 


For the last 6 weeks they wrestled with the problem of how to make the 
Laurins visible to the human eye. Gus Maltuus was a member of the 
medical group which had the nearly unsolvable task of determining the 
vital organs of the Laurins and to describe their functions as clearly as 
possible. 


When they heard about their assignment they were less than enthusiastic. 
They already knew that they could not expect any help from the mutants. 
The parapsychological capabilities of the mutants were limited in this case. 
They could do nothing more than locate the invisible Laurins. The team 
began the investigation of the Laurins by using the observations of 
Rhodan’s men on the planet Aptulad. By the method of touching their 
bodies with a scanner the outlines of the invisibles were quickly 
determined. Their pale gray, rubbery skin had already been seen by Ron 
Landry and his men on the planet Aptulad when the Laurins had come 
close to the Antis whose mysterious powers of absorption had rendered the 
Laurins visible. 


The scanner had detected a goiter like growth in the same area where the 
human larynx was located. 

These investigations were on the mind of Gus Maltuus when he replied 
sharply to his friend Geo Arendt. 

Arendt looked at his friend with a sly smirk. “Thank you kindly for your 
good wishes, Gus. But you’re wrong. I didn’t shirk the investigations. On 
the contrary. I did a little work myself. Probably not the basic research you 


poor medical scientists have done but I conducted a lot of experiments. We 
physicists also have a Laurin to work with and I don’t wish to send him 
where you want him to go. Contrary to your assumption we’re making 
progress but we make less fuss about it.” 


“Shall I declare our friendship finished?” Maltuus asked curtly. He was 
very sensitive when his professional honor was attacked. 


“Because of these confounded Laurins, Gus? Please! Come, let’s take a 
cold shower first. It'll refresh you. Then we can talk again about how 
diligent we both were during these last 6 weeks.” 


They met again 15 minutes later. Geo Arendt looked much younger than 
his 42 years. He played tennis with a passion. He walked slowly as Gus 
Maltuus left the locker room to follow him. 


Maltuus was only 30 years old, a little stocky and half a head shorter than 
his friend. His movements were amazingly fast. 


The two men knew each other already for 10 years. As they left the tennis 
court and walked along the well-kept, deserted path through the park, Geo 
Arendt informed his friend about the results obtained by the team of 
physicists to whom he belonged. “Discovering that the flexo-organ, a 
cartilaginous growth, is a deflector screen working on a biological basis, 
nearly bowled us over. After we recovered from this nasty surprise we were 
perplexed by the complicated light-deflecting impulses emitted by this 
organ.” 


Arendt’s explanations were too long winded for Gus Maltuus “I’ve heard 
some rumors about antiflex eyeglasses. How far did you get with them?” 


Arendt replied laconically: “To perform miracles takes us a little longer.” 


Maltuus persevered. “Do you expect to have such glasses through which 
we'll be able to see the Invisibles in the near future?” 


“That depends how you define ‘near future’. By the way, do you know that 
the Laurins can see each other with their 3 eyes despite their deflector 
screen?” 


“Yes. That’s news which doesn’t surprise me. It was to be expected. But 
when I visualize the Laurins’ bodies, like a post from the front and a thin 
line from the side, I believe they must think that we’re monsters with our 
solid figures. I wonder if their intense anxiety which we have measured 
with the psychometer has anything to do with this.” 


The men turned to the left onto a narrow side path which led to the parking 
place of their gliders. There was not a soul in sight. The distant rumble of 


starting and landing spaceships was no longer consciously noticed by them. 


“As to the Invisibles’ tremendous anxiety I’ve heard other opinions, Gus. 
One of these opinions will be officially presented to all members of the 
team either today or tomorrow. The author states that a dominating self- 
preservation drive causes the insane fear of the Invisibles. To put it bluntly, 
the Laurins are cowards.” 


“Hm ... not bad, but unbelievable,” Maltuus commented. 


“T thought the same at first. However the new version includes a few other 
explanations. We shouldn’t judge the cowardice of the Laurins by our own 
moral standards. We have to regard it as a psychological characteristic of 
the Invisibles. Remember all the reports about battles in space with ships of 
the Laurins. Didn’t their spaceships always flee when they met with 
determined resistance?” 


“To judge an entire race by 3 prisoners is a little rash, Geo.” 


Arendt was not deterred. “Don’t forget where these 3 Invisibles were 
captured and take into consideration that the Laurins probably figure the 
same way we do and choose their elite for such missions.” 


“A clever man is not necessarily a decent man, far from it,’ Gus argued. 


Arendt gave up. “You really have a bad day today. I wonder why you 
didn’t sleep instead of playing tennis.” 


Maltuus’ answer was typical for him. “I was too tired to sleep. But now I'll 
be glad to go to bed. What are you doing this afternoon?” 


“Tll have to go back to the lab to perform Gauss and Oersted 
measurements of the flexo-organ. I’m dreading it already because we’ll 
probably get no concrete results from it.” 


ok 


A row of bungalows, each one more beautiful than the other, stretched 
along the seashore. In the distance rose the silhouette of Terrania against a 
cloudless sky. 


Lieutenant Puck lounged in an Arkonide sun chair on the terrace facing 
south, apparently asleep. The mousebeaver looked rather ridiculous in his 
tailor made leisure suit. 


Next to his chair stood a cooler with a frosty bottle of light brandy which 
was no longer full. 


Someone approached on the gravel path which Pucky personally kept in 


shape whenever he found some time. 
The mousebeaver did not move. 


A man appeared. The robotics expert Van Moders. He stopped by the chair 
of the mousebeaver and called: “Pucky!” 


Lieutenant Puck failed to react. 


Moders stretched out his hand to touch the hair on Pucky’s neck. At this 
moment Moders’ hand was pushed up by an invisible force. He turned a 
little and stumbled over the cooler with the bottle which normally would 
have fallen to the pavement and broken to pieces. Nothing of the sort 
happened. 


Instead, the bottle slowly floated upwards! And the mousebeaver squealed, 
without changing his position and keeping his eyes closed: “I like friends 
like you, Van!” 

The bottle slowly floated over to Pucky and touched him. The mousebeaver 
sat up and exclaimed: “Goodness, it’s icy cold!” 


He jumped out of the chair, leaving the bottle in midair. Then he studied 
the overturned cooler. “Great Milky Way!” he exclaimed, “the thing is set 
at minus 80°! That must have been my double crossing pal Bell! Next time 
I'll give him the pleasure of under cooled brandy, you can bet on that!” 


“Tf you put the bottle in the sun, you could offer me a drink in 15 minutes,” 
Van Moders commented dryly. 


Pucky bared his incisor tooth. Meanwhile he had tuned in on Moders’ 
thoughts and quickly read them. “You came on some official business, Van, 
didn’t you?” he asked. “It concerns these Laurins. The last thing I need is a 
visitor like you! What has a robotics expert to do with the Invisibles 
anyway? This isn’t your line of work.” 


“T’ve got an idea.” 


Pucky gestured in mock dismay. “If you only knew how notorious you and 
your ideas are in the Galaxy! It’s beyond me how the Ara Kule Tats can 
stand it having you around. You’re the most terrible person I’ve had the 
misfortune to see all day!” 


“This isn’t mutual, Pucky,” Van Moders replied. “On the contrary, | rather 
like you.” 


Pucky was touched. There was a gleam in his eyes. “Okay,” he chirped. 
Trying to hide his sentiment, he blithely asked Van Moders the purpose of 
his visit. “Let’s have it! What are you up to this time? But don’t choose 
such high faluting expressions so that I can understand you.” 


“The Laurins .. .” the robotics expert began. 


“Save it!” Pucky interrupted him with a pompous gesture. “I’ve read your 
thoughts. Your idea is excellent!” 


“Pucky,” Moders began again, “you know the Laurins, if one can speak of 
knowing them at all. You telepaths are the only ones who are able to 
perceive their presence. You don’t have to touch and feel them to know 
where they are. I wonder if you could tell whether their deathly fear would 
diminish if we get all three of them into one room together.” 


“Do you mean that their fear is caused by their isolation?” 


“No, Pucky! On the contrary. It’s my opinion that it doesn’t make any 
difference whether we keep the 3 Laurins in isolation or lock them up 
together. Furthermore I don’t believe that they happen to be the worst 
cowards. I think it’s simply inherent in their nature.” 

“And why do you want me to find out why they are so deathly afraid? I 
must say that I even like your biopositronic friends, the Posbis, better than 
the Laurins!” 

“John Marshall is not available and you’re the only other one who can 
detect the complete parapsychological stream of consciousness.” 


“Van, this is my day off!” 

“Of course, Pucky, if you don’t want to . . .” Moders appealed to his honor. 
The mousebeaver bristled. “What do you mean: I don’t want to? I simply 
can’t stand these Laurins. Their invisibility makes them a thousand times 
more dangerous than the Posbis. It makes every hair of my fur stand on end 
when I get close to them!” 

The minicom on Pucky’s arm clicked. Bell’s voice sounded: “Lieutenant 
Puck! The Chief wants you...” 

“After you, please!” Pucky squeaked indignantly. Since Bell had addressed 
him as “Puck” instead of “Pucky” he instantly switched Bell off and set the 
minicom at Perry Rhodan’s frequency. “Yes, Perry. What’s the matter?” 
“It’s Van Moders’ idea, Pucky. He needs...” 

“There goes my beautiful afternoon!” Pucky interjected. “Van has been 
bugging me all this time, trying to convince me . . . Oh well, Perry, I'll go 
with him to the gristly ghosts...” 

“The who... ?” Perry Rhodan asked. 


Pucky sighed. “Very well, boss. Not the gristly ghosts but the Laurins. Is 
that better?” 


“That will be all, Pucky,” Perry Rhodan ended the conversation. 


Glancing sideways at the roboter, Pucky murmured: “I suppose I shouldn’t 
call the Invisibles gristly ghosts anymore although that name suits them 
perfectly. Let’s hop over to the Invisibles, Van. Take my hand!” 


The next moment the air popped into the vacuum where Van Moders and 
Pucky had been standing. The mousebeaver had teleported himself and the 
scientist. 

They materialized again in the lab where the specialists worked. Moders 
apologized for the unusual method of his arrival with the following 
explanation: “I was happy to accept Lieutenant Puck’s suggestion to be 
teleported with him because the Lieutenant is off duty today but has 
nevertheless unselfishly agreed to assist us with our experiment.” 

Pucky felt flattered. Showing his incisor, he inquired as loudly as his soft 
voice permitted: “Where are the 3 gristly ghosts?” 

“He means the Laurins,” Moders explained, glancing reproachfully at the 
mousebeaver. 

At that moment Pucky spotted one of the 3 Invisibles. “Van,” he said, “I 
believe I’m beginning to like the Laurins a little more. Are you coming?” 
He vanished and appeared again 3 rooms away where several mutants and 
other experts were busy with technical preparations for the experiment. 


“When do we start?” Pucky demanded. 
“It'll be at least 2 hours,” he was told. 


The mousebeaver groaned: “I’d like to know why I had to rush so much to 
get here!” 


2. 
INVISIBLE INVASION 


The Great Council of the Blue System knew nothing about it, nor did the 
members wish to be informed. Under the prevailing conditions the 
government was utterly noncommittal. They relied on Abis Thegis, the 
man without a title who was authorized to administer the largest Reptile 
Fund. 


The men of the Thegis family had for generations often dealt satisfactorily 
with disagreeable affairs which could not be settled by diplomacy. 


First Grade Master Alltok received a message which gave him great 
satisfaction. The Akonian Coordinator of Matter Transmitters informed 
him by code that the Star of Gods was shining at the zenith. 
Simultaneously, Ge Latz received the same message thousands of light 
years away from the planet Na Thir. Nodding his head, he read the message 
again and said, talking to himself: “I hope that the negative probability 
factor of 1.5% doesn’t ruin everything!” 

Three unsavory characters visited Abis Thegis. One of them gave him a 
report, citing the name of the Terranian diplomat Paol Nash. But the name 
of the Terranian’s murderer, the Anti Mano-Ma, was never mentioned. 
“They have left 18 minutes ago, Thegis,” he finished his report. The 
speaker did not explain who they were. 

Abis Thegis nodded and rose behind his desk. “In this case it is necessary 
to erase your memory. You will...” 

The speaker drew his blaster and killed Abis Thegis. “I won’t let you erase 
the memory of my life!” he shouted furiously. 

His companions shuddered when they saw the Akonian drop to the floor. 
“The ship is still ready for immediate take off,” one of them said. He meant 
the 100 meter long ship of the Energy Command in which they had 
traveled in the Galaxy. 

“Tf they didn’t observe us on the intercom. . .” 

The murderer laughed grimly. “Let’s get out of here!” 


Without giving the body another look, they calmly left the room and 
walked out through the corridor. 


They knew nothing about the odds of 1.5% in a certain probability 
calculation. 


When the murder of Abis Thegis was discovered, the spaceship had already 
escaped from the Blue System. 


Mano-Ma stood in front of the big matter transmitter which was directly 
connected to its counterpart on Arkon III. He watched the last of the 
Laurins disappear in the flaming arc. 


He saw them when they came close to him. But they vanished from his 
sight when they left the absorption field of his body. He and all the other 
Antis were able to do naturally what the Terranian scientists had not yet 
been able to accomplish: to see the Invisibles. 


In a sense, 3000 Laurins had disappeared twice. First when they left his 
absorption field on their way to the transmitter taking them invisibly to 
Arkon II, and a second time when they entered the transmitter to emerge 
in zero time on Arkon ITI. 


Less than 15 minutes earlier he had observed a ship of the Energy 
Command leaving the spaceport. The noise from the powerful propulsion 
motors had drowned out all conversations for a few seconds as it flew low 
over the station. 


Mano-Ma was unaware that 3 men were fleeing in that spaceship from the 
Blue System and that they were the same 3 men with whom he had just 
returned from a trip that was fraught with danger. 


Hearing the wail of sirens he looked around and saw 4 machines steeply 
diving for a landing on the airport. He suspected trouble. But he could not 
have imagined in his wildest dreams what had happened in reality. 


Mano-Ma began to stutter. “Abis Thegis murdered? The murderers escaped 
in a spaceship? They passed already through the protective screen? Won’t 
they tell everything to the Terranians?” He put in words everything the 
excited Akonians feared. 


“The action must be canceled at once,” the tallest of the Akonians 
demanded. “Otherwise, Rhodan will make it too hot for the Invisibles.” 
“How?” another asked ironically. “He can’t even see them. Nobody can see 
them except the Servants of Baalol, and then only when they get close 
enough. I’m against stopping the action.” 


“At least we ought to warn the Laurins,” a third one suggested. 


Mano-Ma was surrounded by excited Akonians. He could hardly hear his 
own words. “The action will continue as planned. We can’t send anybody 
to Arkon II. Every inch of the transmitter station is being watched by video 
monitors. Furthermore, we can’t run the risk of our messenger falling into 
the hands of one of those Terranian telepaths.” 


This was the key word! 


“Our planet is overrun with Terranians! What if one of them can exercise 
the art of telepathy? Our messenger would be doomed!” 


Five minutes later the huge transmitter station was quiet again. A had left, 
including Mano-Ma. Only the unsuspecting technicians remained. 
Meanwhile the probability factor of 1.5% in favor of Perry Rhodan had 
risen to 30%, and the staff of the office without name over which Abis 
Thegis had presided held a meeting where they looked helplessly at each 
other. 


At the most forward satellite station Zt 974 the monitor sounded an alarm. 
Eight Terranians ran to their stations. The first alarm after 4% months! 

The rangefinder continuously provided new data. In the meantime the 
positronic databank had checked whether notification of the flight had been 
received. 

“Unidentified object” was the information of the brain. 

The hyper sender called the unknown ship with more than a dozen different 
frequencies. The man at the rangefinder wryly observed: “Going by the 
energy output of the engines it could be a ship of the Akonian Space 
Command!” 

The radio officer picked it up and responded with a call to the Blue System, 
whereas the officer at the fire control remarked unhappily: “What a waste 
of time! Why doesn’t the ship answer? Something is wrong!” 

His suspicion came very close to the truth. 

Sphinx, the government planet of the Akonian world, replied with amazing 
speed but nobody at the satellite station Zt 974 was concerned by it. 

“Ship Santo 65 stolen by 3 criminals with a cargo of Therku Lant. Danger 
of contamination on planets. Take any action deemed necessary. You have 
our permission to shoot the ship down!” 


The data bank of the positronic announced with a metallic voice: “Therku 


Lant, acid proof parasite, class TS bacillus, anti-toxin unknown.” 


“We can use the redesigned space torpedoes whose aiming device now 
responds to other ships as well,” the fire control officer exclaimed, fearing 
the moment when the ship with the criminals and its infernal cargo would 
go into a transition. 


“Santo 65 fails to answer our hyper radio call,” the radio officer announced 
in an impassive tone of voice. 


The Commander hesitated only a fraction of a second, then he gave the 
order to Fire Control: “Launch space torpedo! One only!” 


These space torpedoes had been developed in the battle against the 
fragment spaceships of the Posbis and applied with great success. They 
took only 5 minutes to reach the speed of light. The construction of their 
aiming device was originally designed to home in only on the hexahedrons 
of the semi biological robots. But after the end of the battle the positronic 
aiming device of the projectiles had been changed so that they could be set 
to react to the metal alloys of Terranian, Arkonide and Akonian spaceships. 


“Akonian ship accelerating.” The message from the rangefinder alarmed 
the observers of the large screen at the station. The space-torpedo could not 
be seen. Only the metering of its energy could follow its course. The men 
in the station kept looking more and more frequently at the timer ticking off 
the seconds. 


Three minutes! 
Four... 


“It’s only a matter of seconds before the Akonian ship will go into a 
transition!” somebody claimed. 


“Or the thieves have botched their transition and are recalculating their 
coordinates. They’re taking too much time with their transition!” remarked 
the Satellite Commander. 

A brilliant flash of light in the black depth of space ended the discussion. 
Santo 65 was gone. 

The probability factor for Rhodan’s success had dropped to the original 
value of 1.5% again! 

Satellite Station Zt 974 reported simultaneously to Terrania and Sphinx: 
SPACESHIP SANTO 65 OF THE AKONIAN ENERGY COMMAND IN 
WHICH 3 CRIMINALS TRIED TO ESCAPE WITH A CARGO OF 
THERKU LANT DESTROYED BY SPACE TORPEDO. TIME: 19:87. 
COMMANDER VOLKMER Zt 974. 


The staff members of the nameless secret organization in the Blue System 
began to breathe easier again. 


At the headquarters of the Terranian Fleet in Terrania the message was 
filed away. By some unexplained mistake, the message was never passed 
on to the Solar Counter Intelligence so that Allan D. Mercant did not learn 
immediately of the incident at the time it happened. 


The gravediggers of the Milky Way were given another chance to continue 
their work. 


While the moon of the Earth was a vast manufacturing place for spaceships 
and weapons, the planet Mars was a port of transshipment for the traffic in 
the Solar Imperium. There were rows and rows of airports. Spaceships of 
every type and description landed and started in a constant turnover. 


Mars was accessible to all spaceships without a special visa. For landing on 
Earth a special permit was required which was only seldom granted by the 
Administration after the battle with the Posbis. However before that time 
trustworthy Aras, Mounders and certain clans of Springers had been 
granted special permits which could not be revoked from one day to the 
next due to political considerations. 


Cafzen, patriarch of a small clan of traders and owner of 6 cylindrical 
spaceships, had become head of the family only 6 months ago. His uncle 
Olzin, who had died a year earlier, had been one of the more farsighted 
traders who had initiated commercial ties with Terra. Cafzen had been 
chosen patriarch of his kin only in the third ballot. His election had entitled 
him to receive the special permit for visiting Terrania, the capital of Earth, 
at any time. 


The Springer Cafzen, a man with a pinched face and shifty eyes, had 
arrived with 3 of his spaceships at the Martian spaceport 16. Two of the 
ships discharged their cargo on Mars and the flagship of the clan carried a 
cargo consigned to Terrania. 


For the past 2 days Cafzen had kept out of sight. He was by nature asocial 
and taciturn but since the short stop on Nudd, a small colonial planet of 
Arkon, he had become even more withdrawn. 


His behavior gave rise to some rumors among the crew of the ships. Many 
of the Olzin clan regarded the new patriarch as an outsider. They still had 
their doubts about the third ballot by which he had won the election. 


Suddenly Cafzen appeared in their midst, causing everybody in the main 
center of the flagship to fall immediately silent. The unsteady eyes of the 
patriarch scrutinized all of them. Everyone felt singled out. 


“Who said that the election was a fraud?” Cafzen asked in a menacing tone 
of voice. 


There was no answer. He repeated the question. 


Stony silence. Suddenly he forced his way through the crew and confronted 
a young Springer. He grabbed him by the shoulders and shook him 
vehemently: “Was it you, Colle?” 


The Springer Colle broke free, took a step back and declared sharply: “Yes, 
I said it! And [ll keep saying it, because I know that eight of the Cafz 
family were throwing around money to bribe the voters. And those eight of 
the Cafz...” 


At this moment Cafzen struck his blow. Colle was knocked out and fell to 
the ground. The patriarch calmly turned around and ordered: “Take him 
away! I declare him an outcast. If anyone dares to help him, he’ll suffer the 
same fate!” 


With an expressionless face he watched as 2 men dragged the young 
Springer out of the main center. Then he turned around and walked to his 
cabin which was located next door. 


He did not come back for several hours. When he appeared again he was 
dressed in gala. Using the board intercom, he announced a leave till 23:40 
standard time for the surprised crew. Only a team of 4 Springers had to 
remain on board, all of whom were his closest relatives. 


Soon the CAFZEN I was empty. The men had put on their spacesuits since 
the atmospheric conditions were anything but pleasant. The Springers 
rushed to the glider taxis which took them to the nearest city situated inside 
an energy dome. Its normal air pressure made life more agreeable. 


Cafzen sat alone in the command center. He seemed to wait for something. 
One by one the 4 members of his family entered. Cafzen sought assurance 
from his brother in law that they were alone. “Did everybody leave the 
ship, Hinzu?” 

“They all did. I checked the counters at both airlocks. You can relax.” 


The trader shook his head. “Not until I get rid of the cargo.” He looked at 
the chronometer on the instrument panel. “If everything goes according to 
plan, we’ll start loading in 12 minutes.” 


His 4 accomplices grinned slyly without saying a word. 


After 12 minutes Cafzen opened the airlock again and waited in the airlock 
chamber. 


Suddenly he felt a shove, then a second and a third. There were strange 
noises all around him and he believed he could hear the soft stepping of 
feet. 


Although Cafzen knew who came aboard, he was suddenly bathed in 
sweat. Now he became frightened of the venture. He retreated and went to 
the deck where he felt easier. Looking down the broad corridor he saw his 
brother in law Hinzu standing before the cargo hatch 6. 


The uncanny noises seemed to fill the entire ship. But the spooky ordeal did 
not last very long. 


Cafzen watched Hinzu locking both doors of the cargo hatch and bolt it 
with a special tamperproof device. Only then began the patriarch to move 
again. He slowly walked toward his relative. 


Hinzu’s face showed the severest strain. He breathed heavily. The men 
exchanged meaningful glances but did not speak. 


The next hours before the start seemed like an eternity. Meanwhile the 
crew returned from their leave at the port and the CAFZEN I asked the 
traffic control for permission to start according to regulations. 


The trader ship took off precisely on the second. It soared into the night 
with howling impulse motors. Course Earth, destination Terrania. 


But Terrania’s spaceport was busy. The CAFZEN I had to wait for hours 
between the Earth and the path of the moon. The patriarch was not 
surprised. It was common knowledge in the world of Arkon that the surface 
of Terrania’s spaceport was in the process of being replaced by a stronger 
material and that, as a result, there was landing room for only a third of the 
normal traffic in space. 


At noon standard time the hypersender of the terminal spaceport informed 
the Springer’s ship of the time for its landing. 


“They make me waste more hours again,” Cafzen growled impatiently and 
went back to his cabin. 


Finally the hours passed and the CAFZEN I approached for the landing. It 
crossed the area which once was called the Gobi Desert, went into a curve 
and slowly descended to Terrania’s terminal. 

The 300 meter long spacer touched the ground at the assigned place. The 
ramp of the passenger door was rolled out. Seven Custom agents went 
aboard and were personally received by the patriarch Cafzen. He handed 


them the bill of loading and instructed 5 men of the crew to assist the 
custom agents. One of the five was his brother in law Hinzu. 


Half an hour later they gave Cafzen his papers back with the permission to 
unload his goods at the customs warehouse. 


Cafzen gave the signal to activate the work robots. A thousand tons of 
cargo rolled over the conveyors from the cavernous storage rooms of the 
CAFZEN I through airlock A, although airlock B stood open as well. 


One hour and ten minutes after the landing the antigrav platform unloaded 
the last 3 huge containers in the warehouse. A Springer with a dour face 
silently picked up the papers and went back to the ship. 


The two custom agents, who had several times tried in vain to strike up a 
conversation with the Springer, followed him with their eyes. 


“An unfriendly fellow!” one of them said. 


“Unfriendly?” the other retorted. “I’d call him repulsive! Just as repulsive 
as the patriarch Cafzen. I don’t trust any of the whole bunch!” 


“Not everyone looks pleasant,” the first one replied apologetically. 


“As far as ’'m concerned that Cafzen a gangster. If I had my way, I 
wouldn’t even let him land on Mars.” 


ok 


The experiment with the Laurins had been going on for 3 hours. Seven 
telepaths under Pucky’s guidance had formed a psycho block to wrest the 
secrets of the Invisibles from them by pare psychological methods. Their 
boldest expectations proved to be justified by meaningful, if partial results 
of the tests. 


Robotics expert Van Moders rubbed his hands. His theory that the 
excessive fear of death exhibited by the Laurins was a characteristic of 
these beings had been strengthened to the point that he now regarded the 
phenomenon as a natural feature of the Invisibles. 


A deep silence reigned among the 7 telepaths, Moders and the 20 
specialists in the room where the 3 captured Laurins were held. Only the 
slight hum of the transformers and other aggregates reverberated in the 
room. 


With extreme concentration the mutants tried again and again to penetrate 
the mind of the Laurins who lay close together. 


Pucky, the most sensitive of the mutants, suddenly felt a disturbance. 


Despite his best efforts he was unable to concentrate completely. 
Reluctantly he withdrew from the psycho block. At the same moment the 
eyes of the mousebeaver widened in horror. His little hand slid to his hip 
when he remembered that he wore his leisuresuit and not his uniform. 


“Laurins attacking!” His squeaky voice cracked. The mutant who stood 
next to Pucky was so startled that he dropped his disintegrator. The 
mousebeaver caught the weapon and fired against the wall. A body became 
visible that looked exactly like the picture of the 3 Laurins drawn by the 
contour scanner. With a shrill scream the Laurin dissolved in a pale flicker 
of light. 


“Laurins! Laurins everywhere!” Pucky shouted as he spotted them by 
telepathy. 


The 3 invisible captives emitted piercing shrieks. 


The other 6 telepaths were jolted from their state of trance. All scientists hit 
the floor as deadly disintegrator beams flashed over their heads shattering 
valuable instruments. The Invisibles appeared before their eyes for an 
instant and were gone again. 


Pucky teleported himself to the big door which had been opened by ghostly 
hands. He slammed it into the lock and continued to fire the disintegrator 
weapon which he had taken from his comrade. 


He prevented 2 Laurins from escaping. But he couldn’t be everywhere. He 
saw too late that another door was open. Four of the scientists got in his 
line of fire and kept him from shooting at the open door. In resignation he 
lowered the lethal weapon, exclaiming: “They got away!” 


The other telepaths confirmed his observation. 
“And our prisoners?” Gus Maltuus inquired anxiously. 


“They were killed by their own people,” Pucky replied. He walked over 
and touched the place where the Laurins had been tied down. It was empty. 
Moreover, the loose straps attested to the fact as well. 

The scientists reacted with excited voices but the mousebeaver restored 
their calm at once. 

Then he turned his minicom on Perry Rhodan’s frequency: “Chief, call an 
alarm! The Laurins have invaded us. Terrania must be crawling with 
Invisibles! They killed our 3 prisoners. Suddenly there were more than 30 
of them in our lab. We finished off 8 of the intruders.” 


ok 


The Administration decided against calling an alarm. At least not officially. 


To sound an alarm because the Invisibles had invaded Terra would only 
have produced panic since their presence could not be determined by 
available detectors. 


Perry summoned his experts. Five men came to the meeting half an hour 
after the attack of the Laurins. Rhodan was waiting for them together with 
Bell, Deringhouse, Mercant and Pucky. The mousebeaver was still dressed 
in his leisuresuit. 


“No formalities, gentlemen,” Rhodan began. His voice sounded under 
control as always. Bell’s face was flushed with excitement. He kept 
stroking his bristly hair. Mercant’s eyes glittered and Deringhouse kept 
wetting his lips. “You’re already aware of the changed situation, having 
worked on the Laurin problem for some time. Arendt! Aren’t you in charge 
of developing antiflex eyeglasses? How soon will they be ready?” 


Geo Arendt was quick to answer. “At the moment it’s impossible for me to 
give you a firm date, sir. The results of today’s experiment must be studied 
and evaluated. Perhaps . . .” 


Rhodan waved his hand. “We don’t know how many Laurins have 
managed to infiltrate Terra. We must assume the largest number in our 
considerations. What immediate countermeasures would you suggest, 
please?” 


The question was addressed to all of them. 
“There are no countermeasures we can take!” Pucky piped up. 
Bell looked at him, fuming. 


In spite of the serious situation Pucky remembered a certain incident. 
“Fatso, you set my cooler at minus 80°...” 


“Lieutenant Puck! Remove yourself by Teleportation!” Perry Rhodan 
commanded. 


“Good people suffer in silence . . .” Pucky insisted on having the last word. 
There wasn’t much anybody could do to him. A moment later the chair in 
which he had sat was empty. 


“Well, gentlemen, are you of the same opinion as Pucky?” Rhodan asked 
his advisers. 


They unanimously agreed with Pucky. 


“But we can’t sit here and do nothing,” Bell bristled with frustration. 
“Mercant, don’t you have anything to say?” 


Mercant gazed at him curiously: “Can you see Invisibles, Bell?” 


That was the problem in a nutshell. 


Bell suddenly jumped up. “Good heavens, the transmitter stations to the 
Moon!” 


At the same moment Rhodan had pushed the speaker button. In a calm 
voice he gave instructions to shut down all transmitter stations to the Moon 
until further notice. 


Then he looked at his watch. “We don’t know how long the Laurins have 
been on Earth.” He paused for a moment. “Mercant, is it possible that an 
alien ship could have landed on Earth without being noticed?” 

“It’s out of the question, sir!” The Intelligence Chief claimed firmly. 
“Impossible. Not even Arkon maintains such a tight monitoring system in 
space.” 


“Hm...” Rhodan surmised, “could the Laurins have been brought to Earth 
as invisible cargo, so to speak?” Again he took immediate action. He called 
Terrania’s spaceport and gave them strict orders to stop the departure of 
any and all spaceships including the ships of the Solar Fleet! 

This had never happened before. 

“Moders, don’t you know a way to handle this?” 


The robotics expert answered with a forced smile: “I'd give everything if . . 
.” He finished by making a helpless gesture. 


The telecom beeped and a high pitched voice interrupted the conversation. 
“Chief, I’ve just dispatched a Laurin in my street. A passerby was puzzled 
by the red glow the gristly ghost gave off when he expired. Was it alright to 
shoot him?” 

Rhodan was only interested in the essential. “Did you spot only one Laurin, 
Pucky?” 

“Three, Chief, but I could get only one of them. It’s quite a distance from 
you to my place. If the Laurins walked all the way they must have been in 
Terrania for hours.” 

This was the gist of Pucky’s report. 

Rhodan looked at his aides. “What next?” 

Embarrassed silence. Nobody had any advice. 


Once again Rhodan asked a direct question: “Arendt, when will the antiflex 
eyeglasses be ready for mass production?” 

The physicist fully realized the importance of the question. The safety of 
Terra depended on antiflex glasses which would enable its people to see the 


Laurins. “Sir, it would be irresponsible of me to tell you a firm date,” he 
repeated. 


Rhodan accepted his answer. He knew that his men did good and fast work 
but were unable to perform miracles. 


Allan D. Mercant whispered to Rhodan. The Administrator nodded. The 
Counter Intelligence Chief rose and left. After he had closed the door 
behind him Rhodan turned to his listeners: “You are not required to 
suppress the news about the invasion of the Laurins. Tomorrow or the day 
after everybody on Earth will know that we face a deadly danger.” 


“How about the telepaths . . . ?” Gus Maltuus interjected. 


Rhodan shook his head. “Unfortunately we don’t have enough telepaths to 
watch the whole Earth. Besides, many of them are deployed elsewhere. I 
feel that it is my duty to warn all mankind of the Laurins’ invasion. Ill 
instruct the senders of Terrania to make the announcement on the evening 
news. This will be all for now.” 


3. 
ATOMIC INFERNO 


Heyko Asmussen’s home stood at the rim of the forest. His family had 
lived for generations in this house. It looked as if it would last many a 
century. 


Yesterday afternoon Heyko had taken his wife and his two boys on a 
sailboat ride between the cliffs. The sea was calm and the air warm. It was 
an unusually nice day for the month of February. 

They had sailed far out and quietly admired the sunset. They returned after 
midnight, deeply moved after a happy day. Tired, they went to bed and 
quickly fell asleep. 

The old fashioned alarm clock rang at five o’clock in the morning. Much in 
the comfortable house of the Asmussens was old. They were heirlooms 
which delighted most of their visitors. 

Heyko Asmussen and his wife quietly got up. They did not want to wake 
up the children. 

They went down to the kitchen and Freya turned on the television set. 
“Don’t” her husband requested. “My thoughts are still out there among the 
cliffs in the sea. I couldn’t care less about the news this morning!” 

Freya switched the television set off again. 

They enjoyed their breakfast. Then Freya accompanied her husband to the 
door. He kissed her and said as always: “See you this afternoon, my love!” 
With shining eyes and a smile on her lips, she remained at the door till the 
glider was out of sight. Then she went back into the house and was about to 
turn on the television set when she remembered again the picture of the sun 
sinking behind the cliffs. 

She was not yet ready to return to reality and neglected to switch on the set. 
The sail ride in the sunset seemed an unforgettable experience to her. 


Thus Freya Asmussen failed a second time to hear anything about the 
Invisibles who came to Earth. 


The fusion power station where Heyko Asmussen worked was located 400 


meters deep beneath a rocky mountain. A former rocket shelter, it now 
served a peaceful purpose. 

Asmussen looked at his watch as he approached the antigrav shaft. He was 
satisfied and rode down at 5:49 as usual. In 4 minutes he would take over 
and Olaf Bjornson could go home. 

He descended quickly in the shaft. The control registered his arrival. The 
gigantic switchpanel was in the room behind the silvergray door. The 
station regulated the electric energy for Scandinavia. Everything was done 
automatically and the attendant was merely required to intervene in case of 
an accident. 

Nothing unusual ever happens here, Heyko thought, as he opened the door. 
The bright light caused his eyes to blink a little. It was the same every 
morning but he never got used to it although it was almost as bright in the 
corridor outside. 

Where was Olaf Bjornson? 


He looked along the 300 meter long wall where the switchpanels were 
mounted. The deep hall was empty. 

“Olaf!” 

The echo returned his voice. The slight hum in the hall had never sounded 
more monotonous than now. 

“Olaf!” 

Nothing! 

“Olaf Bjornson, where are you!” Heyko ran to the control room where the 
attendant on duty had to sit 8 hours. It was empty. 


Olaf Bjorn . . .” Horrified, his voice broke in the middle of his shout. 
Somebody had moaned. He ran around the controlroom — there Olaf 
Bjornson lay on the floor. 

“Olaf... ?” Heyko kneeled at his side. But he was afraid to touch his 
friend whose body was badly burned. 

“Heyko... Heyko.. .” The dying man tried to speak. 

“Don’t talk, Olaf. You'll be in the hospital in 10 minutes. [ll call...” 
“Heyko... the relay... relay station... the Unseen...” His head flopped 
to one side. Olaf Bjornson had reached the end of his life. 

“Good Heavens,” Heyko Asmussen whispered deeply shaken. “How could 
this happen? The locks are set on our individual frequencies. No stranger 
can come in here. What did he try to tell me? Relay station? What didn’t he 


see?” 


He spun around frantically. He could hear strange noises. Noises which 
sounded like steps. Mysterious noises that frightened him. Olaf Bjornson 
had been murdered! 


He had to get help. The alarm box was only a few steps away at the wall 
behind Bjornson. 


But these terrible noises! They came closer and grew louder. 

Terrified, he stared with widened eyes into the huge hall. It was empty. 

He thought of Freya and his two boys in his desperation. 

Suddenly he leaped to the alarm box, pushed the alarm button and shouted: 
“Ghosts, ghosts . . .!” 

A beam flashed through the long hall. Heyko Asmussen silently collapsed 
at the wall and was dead. 

He no longer heard the eerie noises. 

But his alarm had been received by men who knew the ghosts he had 
encountered. They raced in heavily armed vehicles to the underground 
power station and sat with grim faces, fastened in their seats. Nobody 
expected success. 

At 3 kilometers from their goal the barren promontory which steeply rose 
from the sea became a volcano. 

The cliff broke apart with thunder, spewing fire in all directions and hurling 
many hundred thousand tons of rock into the clear morning air. 

The ground shook violently. All of Scandinavia was left without electric 
energy. 


The Laurins had began their conquest of Terra in their own way. 


* 


Einar Tobsen was given the task of informing Freya Asmussen that her 
husband would never return home again. Freya Asmussen was his sister. 
“How does one tell the wife and children of a man that he is dead?” he 
pondered. 

The automatic pilot guided his glider to their house. Einar Tobsen was in 
no condition to fly the glider himself. He felt burnt out. He was one of the 
men in the vehicle racing to the power station and had witnessed the atomic 
explosion which blew the mountain apart. 


The first cliffs came into sight. The glider slowed down and went lower. 


Heyko Asmussen’s house with the slanting straw roof appeared. 


The glider gently touched down on the spot where Heyko’s plane used to 
park when he was home. 


Einar got out and looked around, wondering why Freya failed to greet him. 
Where was his sister? 


“Freya! Freya!” he kept calling, walking toward the house. 
There was no answer. 


“Perhaps she is in the cellar.” He tried to suppress a feeling of 
apprehension. 

He stepped into the open door and heard himself uttering a loud scream. 
Pressing his hands against his temples he kept repeating one word: “No! 
No! No!...” 

Before him, in the semi darkness of the vestibule lay Freya and the two 
boys, dead! 

He heard a noise behind him and turned around. A deadly blast killed him 
on the spot. 

The Laurins had taken over Asmussen’s house as a base of operations. 


In the distance across the sea was England, separated only by a wide stretch 
of water. 


Terra was plunged into chaos. 


The Laurins attacked everywhere. Within 24 hours they had gained 
sufficient knowledge of Terra’s industry. Wherever huge factories were 
destroyed by atomic explosions, they were primarily key industries whose 
production affected hundreds of other plants and services. 


Mercant reported disaster after disaster. 


As soon as he had learned of the Laurins’ invasion he had contacted Arkon 
III. He believed that he knew the method which the Laurins had used to get 
via Mars to Terra. By transfer through the big matter-transmitter of Arkon! 


The Solar Defense on Arkon III was ordered to arrest the entire Akonian 
crew of the transmitter, if necessary by force of arms. 

The commando troops of the Solar Defense at Arkon III swiftly surrounded 
the transmitter station on land and from the air. When they confronted the 
Akonian technicians they looked into unfamiliar faces. 


The interrogation determined that these men had arrived only a few hours 


earlier when they had taken over from the other crew on duty. 


One of the members of the interrogation team was a telepathic mutant. He 
read the thoughts of the confused Akonians and determined that the men 
from the Blue System were telling the truth. A thought of Laurins had 
never entered their minds. But several of them were thinking of a certain 
Mano-Ma. 


“Who is Mano-Ma?” asked the Chief of the Foreign Service of the Solar 
Defense, the supervisor of the technicians. 


“T don’t know, sir. I really don’t.” 


The mutant standing behind the supervisor nodded to his colleague. This 
Akonian speaks the truth. 


Gradually they ascertained who the mysterious Mano-Ma was: a servant of 
Baalol, an Anti! 


Mercant gave Perry Rhodan his report about the calamity which had 
occurred on Arkon III. 


“And what did you do about it, Mercant?” Rhodan asked. “Did you give 
appropriate orders to our diplomatic representative on Sphinx?” 


“No,” Mercant replied quietly. “I’ve mobilized the Solar Defense on 
Sphinx. Fortunately, I’ve had two telepaths available there. Rhodan, the 
Great Council of the Blue System is not implicated in this assault on Terra. 
Unless it happened to be that those 5 Council members whose thoughts we 
were unable to test were involved in this conspiracy.” 


“Probably not,” Rhodan surmised. “And what did you find out about the 
Anti Mano-Ma?” 


“Nothing. He disappeared without a trace.” 


“Who, the devil, gave the Akonian technicians the order to leave Arkon 
Ill? Where are these Akonians?” Rhodan had apparently lost his proverbial 
calm. Not surprising, considering the catastrophic reports continuously 
coming from all continents. 

Before Mercant was able to reply a report came from Plant 4 — II on the 
Moon where the supergiants were built. 

Plant 4 — I and most of the huge assembly conveyors were blasted out of 
existence. More than 300 technicians and supervisory personnel were dead 
and over 10,000 work robots were destroyed. Four nearly completed ships 


and 18 half completed ones were demolished by the atomic explosion. 


The listeners gasped. The Laurins had succeeded in getting a foothold on 
the Moon. The transmitters to Luna had been shut down too late. 


“Go on, Mercant!” 


The experienced Chief of Intelligence now admired Perry Rhodan and the 
incredible selfcontrol he showed when he received the news of the 
devastation wrought on the Moon by the Invisibles. 


“The original Akonian technical crew of the big transmitter on Arkon HI 
was recalled by a mysterious order. At the same time the replacement was 
put in service on instructions to Arkon III from that source. And now, to 
compound the mystery, the replaced technicians never arrived at Sphinx 
from the transmitter.” 


“Mercant...” 


But Solar Marshall Mercant stood by his claim. When he repeated his story 
he suddenly paused. 


“Did you discover a mistake, Mercant?” Rhodan found it hard to believe 
that the Great Council knew nothing of the dastardly attack on Earth. 


“No, Rhodan. It’s something else. We’ve never been able to get a clear 
picture of what the function of Abis Thegis was in the Blue System. There 
is a rumor going around on Sphinx for a few hours that Abis Thegis has 
been murdered. So far we’ve been unable to verify this rumor.” 


Rhodan had no information about Abis Thegis. “What was his attitude 
toward the Solar System, Mercant? And toward Arkon?” 


“Officially he was on our side. Arkon didn’t even exist as far as he was 
concerned. Our file indicates repeatedly that he maintained close and 
suspicious connections with the Antis. Unfortunately, we’ve never been 
able to prove it.” 


“Who is supposed to have murdered him?” 
“The rumor has it that 3 thugs shot him down in a public street . . .” 


The message from satellite station Zt 974 which Mercant had failed to 
receive was known to Bell who happened to be in Terrania’s hyper radio 
station when the message came in that an Akonian spaceship had been shot 
down. 


Now he interrupted and called Mercant’s attention to the incident: “Three 
thugs? Three thugs are supposed to have killed Thegis? Couldn’t they be 
the same scoundrels who stole a ship of the Akonian Energy Command and 
then were shot down with a space torpedo by one of our outer satellite 


stations?” 

“How come I’ve never heard of it?” Mercant asked, consternated. 

“But I did!” 

Mercant at once requested the record of the radio messages exchanged in 
connection with the destruction of the small Akonian spaceship. 

Rhodan’s question at first seemed to be unrelated to Mercant: “Was Thegis 
still alive at that time?” 

Mercant was taken aback. He took a deep breath. “Chief, why do you ask 
this question?” 

“Just a hunch, Mercant. I hope that by shooting down the Akonian 


spaceship we haven’t eliminated the only witnesses who could have 
explained how the Laurins suddenly appeared on Terra. . .” 


However the situation made further discussions impossible. During the past 
60 minutes more than 200 of the biggest industrial centers on Earth had 
been blown up. The number of victims approached 100,000. 

Bell suddenly jumped up and switched off the telecom. He turned to 
Rhodan and said: “We can’t change these catastrophical reports anymore. 
But we must...” 

Before he could explain what must be done a tremendous explosion shook 
the building. The ground trembled. 

The walls rumbled and crackled. Rhodan turned to the window and saw a 
brilliant mushroom rise to the clear sky. 

The nefarious Laurins had inflicted a devastating blow against the ships of 
the Solar Fleet at Terrania’s spaceport. 

Two supergiants and 3 heavy cruisers were simultaneously blown to 
smithereens. The Invisibles struck with uncanny precision. 

“They’re hitting the vital spots first to conquer us from within,” Bell stated 
grimly. If this goes on another week the Earth will belong to the Laurins 
and we’ll have missed our last chance to get off the road to complete 
annihilation.” 

“Maybe Atlan knows a solution,” Rhodan thought hopefully. 

“Him?” Bell said disdainfully. 


“Perhaps you can tell us, chubby, how we can beat the invasion of the 
Laurins?” Rhodan asked, annoyed. 


Bell didn’t say another word. 


Rhodan requested an urgent hyper telecom call to the Imperator of the 


Great Imperium who was stationed with the United Fleet in the vicinity of 
M-13. “Before the Invisibles pulverize our hyper sender too,” Rhodan 
remarked sarcastically to his listeners. 


Atlan’s face appeared on the picture screen. “I was about to call you, 
Barbarian. Terra must be in a terrible chaos if the reports we’re getting here 
aren’t wild exaggerations.” 


“Chaos is an understatement, Arkonide. It can hardly be worse. We’re at 
the end of our rope. That’s why I’m calling you. How can you track down 
Invisibles?” 


“Track down Invisibles? Wait a moment, Perry, there’s a possibility. Think 
of the Posbis, the arch enemies of the Laurins!” The Arkonide looked 
expectantly at his friend across a distance of thousands of lightyears. 


Perry Rhodan was impatient: “I don’t get it, Atlan. Please make yourself 
clear!” he demanded. 


“Perry, don’t you remember at all that the Posbis were always able to 
locate the Laurins, sometimes from a distance of many light years?” 
“Oooooh .. . !” Bell murmured, pressing his hands against his temples, 
“how stupid of us!” 


Perry Rhodan was also taken aback. “Atlan, let me think for a moment.” 
The Arkonide waited. He gazed intently at the Terran. 


Then seconds later Rhodan’s face relaxed. “You’re right, Atlan! It’s the 
only way to prevent our doom. The Posbis must be equipped with some 
apparatus which counteracts the deflective effect of the Laurins’ organs that 
renders them invisible. But now comes the real problem, Atlan...” 


“Tm listening .. .” Atlan said unsuspectingly. 


“You must try to get in touch with the Posbis. It would be best if you’d fly 
to Frago...” 


“Why don’t you send me straight to hell?” Atlan mocked. 


Rhodan disregarded Atlan’s remark and continued to describe his plan: 
“You'll fly to Frago. Take a small ship and pick a selected crew. No more 
than 30 men. Don’t forget to take the new symbol transformer with you. 
Explain our situation to the Posbis. If they’re arch enemies of the Invisibles 
they’ll help us. 

“May the gods let you keep your optimism, Barbarian! It seems strange that 


” 


you... 


“Atlan, please keep it short. The number of victims has already surpassed 
100,000. The Laurins annihilate everything. These monsters from the other 


Milky Way have no respect for life. They’re blowing up our biggest 
installations by the minute. Half an hour ago we’ ve lost 2 supergiants and 3 
heavy cruisers. I’m needed here. Otherwise I'd fly to Frago myself.” 
“Alright, Barbarian. Pll fly into that hell. But I feel sorry for the 30 men 
who’ll have to go with me. I wish you the best of luck, Rhodan, in case we 
don’t see each other again.” 

“Atlan...” 

Too late. The Arkonide had cut off the connection. Rhodan could feel Bell 
staring at him. He begged: “Let me go instead of Atlan, Perry!” 

“Definitely not!” 

“Why not?” 


“No further discussion. I said no and I mean it.” 


*k 


Fifteen minutes after Atlan had talked to Perry Rhodan a light cruiser came 
alongside of Atlan’s flagship. The Arkonide had called for 30 volunteers 
and over 4000 had responded. 

“These earthlings!” Atlan exulted. He admired these men of action. 


He instructed the flagship’s positronic to select the best men of all the 
volunteers. 

The crew of the cruiser PENGUIN left their ship and transferred over to the 
flagship. The volunteers who had been selected by the positronic arrived 
from everywhere in their Gazelles. Everyone knew where they were to go. 
Many cursed although they went of their own free will. 

Atlan entered the small control room of the PENGUIN. 


There he saw 3 familiar faces. Two officers and a sergeant who 
immediately jumped up from the pilot seat and saluted. Atlan motioned: 
“That won’t be necessary aboard the PENGUIN, friends!” He spoke 
Terranian. “Who knows how to operate the new symbol transformer?” 

The 3 Terranians looked at each other. Finally Sgt. Maas said: “Each of us. 
It’s mandatory.” 

From the airlock came the announcement that the last of the 30 volunteers 
had come aboard. 


“Maas, are you flying the PENGUIN?’ Atlan asked the sergeant in 
amazement when he saw him shift the main control to ON. Who gave you 
the order?” 


Maas, a slight young man with an abundance of freckles on his nose, 
retorted: “Why do I need special orders, sir? I’ve been flying this spaceship 
for over a year.” 


“Up to now I’ve never seen a sergeant fly a ship of the Space Force. 
Weren’t you a gunner 2 years ago, Maas?” 


Maas nodded. “I was shooting too accurately to suit my commodore. I 
always made direct hits. Because I was unable to change my habits I had to 
go back to school and was trained as a pilot. Since that time I am flying the 
PENGUIN as First Pilot and not even the Posbi cubes can catch up with my 
ship.” 

“Nothing is impossible with earthlings!” Atlan remarked and left the 
control center to continue his inspection of the PENGUIN. 


Bo 


“Atlan is on his way!” Bell greeted Perry Rhodan. 


A telepath stood in the background with a disintegrator weapon ready to 
shoot. Bell, Mercant, and Deringhouse too, had insisted that Rhodan got 
this protection. The telepaths were the only ones who were able to spot the 
Invisibles. This precautionary measure was supposed to prevent the Laurins 
from coming too close and harming the First Administrator. 


Bell carried a stack of papers. Reports about the ever growing chaos on 
Earth. 


“Anything of special importance?’ Rhodan inquired. 


“Two days ago each of these reports would have been considered to be of 
utmost importance. But now? No, nothing special, Perry. Our senses 
become dulled in the face of the most horrible havoc. The number of 
victims now exceeds 213,000 people. Men, women, and children!” 


Rhodan asked, distressed: “Did you read the report of the case in 
Scandinavia where the Invisibles have wiped out an entire family?” 


“They’re cowards by nature, Perry!” Bell exploded. 
“We consider them cowards, Bell. That’s a difference.” 


“By the way, I just looked into the Medical Physics Department, Perry. I 
noticed 2 men. A physicist by the name of Geo Arendt and a medical 
scientist called Maltuus. The two were in a huddle with our brain freak.” 


Rhodan knew that Bell called the robotics expert Van Moders a brainfreak. 
“And? Anything new?” 


“Could be. All three of them were waiting impatiently for a certain 
Lieutenant Puck. They tried to convince me that our good mousebeaver is 
an authority in the field of parapsychological research. But they didn’t want 
to explain to me what that has got to do with the antiflex specs.” 


The door was pushed open and Mercant came running in, full of 
excitement. “Chief, the Antis are behind the Laurin invasion. Our agents 
caught Mano-Ma in the Blue System. Unfortunately he was able to commit 
suicide before he could be interrogated by our telepath. The murdered Abis 
Thegis also was involved in this ghastly plot.” 


“And what is the reason for your agitation?” Rhodan asked so calmly that 
the Counter Intelligence Chief became flustered. He slowly stroked his 
forehead and sat down in a chair. 


The door was opened again. Two warrior robots brought in the Springer 
patriarch Cafzen. The Galactic trader appeared to be in bad shape. He 
looked as if he had been involved in a fist fight. 


Rhodan and Bell gazed with the same astonishment at the patriarch. 
“What’s the matter with the trader, Mercant?” Rhodan asked curtly. 

“This is the culprit who brought the Laurins to Terra. Pucky has collared 
him.” 

“And who has worked him over like this, Mercant?” 

Mercant hesitated. 

“Who was it, Mercant?” 

“Pucky....” 


The air flickered. Lieutenant Puck appeared in battle dress. He planted 
himself before Rhodan, tried to salute and peeped: “Some people around 
here are criticizing me. Perry, you don’t have to screen your thoughts. Your 
eyes are telling me enough. Half an hour ago I jumped quickly to England 
to see personally the rampage of the Laurins. I nailed two of them, by the 


” 


way... 
“T don’t want to listen to speeches, Lieutenant!” Rhodan interrupted. 


“I merely am giving you my report, First Administrator!” Pucky said 
pointedly. “I’ve seen women and children murdered by the Laurins in 
England. When I came back I jumped from one ship of the traders to the 
other. As I boarded the CAFZEN I that character got in my way,” he 
pointed to Cafzen. “I had to think of the murdered women and children and 
before I knew it he looked like he does now. End of report. I’m in a hurry! 
Van Moders needs me. At least he appreciates my qualities!” 


Suddenly he was gone again. 


“Mercant, may I have your report?” Rhodan’s tone of voice was unusually 
soft. 


The Springer, with the two robots poised at his sides with raised beamers, 
trembled in fear. His unsteady eyes looked like those of a hunted animal. 


Mercant presented a terse report. He told how Pucky had probed Cafzen’s 
mind by telepathy with the result that he discovered the way by which the 
Laurins had reached Terra. 


Three members of a secret Akonian organization had taken the Invisibles to 
Sphinx in a spaceship of the Energy Command from where they were 
transferred by the big transmitter to Arkon II. There they entered another 
transmitter which was beamed to the aggregate on Mars. On Mars the 
patriarch had taken 3000 Laurins aboard the CAFZEN I and they finally 
disembarked at the spaceport of Terrania.” 


“Ts this correct, Cafzen?’ Rhodan addressed the trader for the first time. 
The Springer remained obstinately silent. 


“Cafzen,” Rhodan warned, “it’s up to you whether you want to be judged 
by a Terranian court or prefer to be handed over to Arkon by me.” 


This was a considerable difference. The Solar Imperium had done away 
with capital punishment whereas the death penalty had been restored again 
in Arkon thousands of years ago. 


Cafzen tightened his lips. 
“Take him away! Put him on a transport to Arkon!” Rhodan ordered coldly. 


“T...1... sir, Pl tell everything,” the patriarch stammered, trying to free 
himself from the hard grip of the robots. 


“Wait!” Rhodan said to the war machines, who complied immediately. 


Rhodan began his interrogation. “Who has asked you to take aboard 3000 
Laurins on Mars, Cafzen?” 


“An Anti, sir, a servant of the High Baalol of Trakarat.” 
“What’s his name?” 


“I swear to all our gods, sir, that I neither know his name nor have I seen 
his face. He wore a big mask.” 


“Where did you make the deal, Cafzen?” 


“On the planet Nudd. The Galactic Medical Institute wanted me to ship 
some drugs from Nudd to Sulger when I received the visit of the Anti.” 


“And you accepted the offer at once, Cafzen? It doesn’t sound very 


credible. Didn’t you know how dangerous the Invisibles are? You better 
give me a good explanation or Ill send you with the next transport to 
Arkon.” 


Cafzen himself now revealed what had been secretly whispered among the 
Springer clan. His election to the position of patriarch of the clan had been 
fraudulent. The Anti who had approached him on Nudd had known all 
about it. “Sir, I was blackmailed! I was forced to do what the servant of 
Baalol demanded of me. I did it for 100,000...” 


“Take him away!” Rhodan ordered the war machines. 


As soon as the door was closed behind the robots and their captive Bell 
asked: “And what good does it now to know all that?” 


“Plenty!” Rhodan exclaimed angrily. “It makes a difference whether we 
have to deal with an unknown quantity or 3000 of the Laurins. One way or 
another this knowledge is bound to help us. I only hope that it didn’t come 
too late for us on Earth.” 


It already looked as if they had to abandon all hope. The telecom reported 
that the underground industrial tract Str-Ab on the Moon had been 
demolished although it had been rigorously guarded. 


Str-Ab was the abbreviation for Structure Absorber Plant. Str-Ab provided 
all Terranian spaceships with this equipment. There were two smaller 
plants on Earth but their capacity was so low that their output could not be 
compared to that of Str-Ab. 


“Where do the Invisibles get the atom bombs?” Mercant asked. 


Rhodan laughed bitterly. “Mercant, if you don’t know, who does? They 
probably use our own atom bombs.” 


Mercant shook his head. ““That’s what we suspected at first, Chief. It seems 
to be the most plausible explanation but it’s wrong, nevertheless. So far not 
one atom bomb is missing from our arsenals. However, during the 
inspection our agents have discovered another fact. In England, North 
America, and South Africa large amounts of fissionable materials have 
disappeared.” 


Surprised, Rhodan leaned forward. Bell rose from his seat. Rhodan asked 
incredulously: “Mercant, are you trying to tell me that the Laurins have 
made the bombs with which they blew up our installations here on Earth? 
Do you realize what this means?” 


“[’m aware of it, Chief. The opinions of the Solar Defense are still divided 
about it. In a nutshell it means that the Laurins have mastered our 


technology.” 


Bell groaned. Rhodan looked reproachfully at his Intelligence Chief: “Why 
didn’t I get this information sooner, Mercant?” 


“Why, Chief? I just didn’t get around to informing you about it. Moreover, 
it’s still only an assumption. It’s merely the conclusion we’ve drawn from 
the disappearance of the fissionable material.” 


The door opened and John Marshall entered. Nobody had expected him on 
Terra. For 3 weeks he had tried with 3 mutants and a dozen men of the 
Solar Defense to ferret out the group of traders in the Akonian Empire that 
had kept in close contact with the priests of the Baalol cult. 


“You here, Marshall?” Rhodan greeted the Chief of the mutants. 


John Marshall still wore his battle dress. “Chief, mission Nebula is nearly 
finished. At first we were on the wrong track. The Galactic traders we 
originally suspected turned out to be innocent. They had no idea what they 
transported. The planet Hollos, where they landed, had been selected for 
colonization by Arkon I according to the official documents which had 
been submitted for their inspection. They were forgeries which came from 
Sphinx.” 

“Marshall,” Rhodan interrupted, “are you implying that the Akonians and 
the Antis have allied themselves against us?” 


“Not the Great Council itself, Chief, but those reactionary circles of 
conservative intellectuals who have always ranted against their alliance 
with us.” 


“And what is the purpose of this conspiracy, Marshall?” 


“The planned attack was not primarily directed against Terra but against 
the Great Council. The Laurins were to be landed on the planet Hollos, a 
very warm’ virgin world without a trace of intelligent life. The Antis 
wanted to train the Invisibles in their task with the help of the conservatives 
in the Blue System. Later on they planned to return to Sphinx in order to 
depose the Great council by using the Laurins. They wanted to seize power. 
We found out...” 


Marshall suddenly spun around and fired the heavy disintegrator weapon he 
held in his right hand. The door through which he had entered dissolved in 
the energy of the blast. A second beam streaked through the room. The 
telepath who stood behind Rhodan and was responsible for his life had 
fired it simultaneously. 


Two screaming creatures became visible in the door opening and vanished 


in a red glow. 


“These infernal beasts!” Marshall exclaimed, gazing at his weapon and 
lowering it again. He turned to Rhodan with a pale face and said hoarsely: 
“That was close, Chief. I was so occupied with my report that I spotted the 
Invisibles too late.” 


“John, there’s no reason for you to apologize. All of us owe our lives to 
you two. I realize that I'll have to install the protective energy screen again 
around this building.” Then he looked pensively at Mercant: “Well, dear 
Mercant, do you still have your doubts about the Laurins building their 
atom bombs here on Earth by using our technical installations? Didn’t these 
two Laurins do an excellent job of finding out where we are?” 


Mercant replied: “Chief, we’ll never know everything.” 


Rhodan turned to Marshall again. “Did you advise the Great Council of the 
result of your investigation?” 


“Yes, sir. Directly from Hollos.” 
“How did they react?” 


“Oddly unconcerned. They thanked me very correctly and mentioned that 
the Great Council keeps the conservative group of intellectuals under strict 
observation. They expect no serious danger from these quarters. The plan 
could be nothing more than the product of a few hotheads.” 


“That was all, Marshall? Not a word about the Antis and Laurins?” 
Mercant asked. 


“That was it. The Great Council was rather quick to end our conversation. 
They were not interested in the extradition of the Akonians and Antis 
whom we had taken prisoners on Hollos. They’re now on a flight to Arkon 
where they’ ll be brought to justice.” 


“We’ve got the most splendid allies!” Bell said derisively. 
“But no proof that the Great Council is double crossing us, chubby.” 


“You’re entitled to your opinion,” Bell snapped. “I'll stick to mine. We’ll 
see who turns out to be right. I...” 


The telecom announced more catastrophic news: “Calcutta. Three quarters 
of the city destroyed by atom bombs. Radioactive contamination in a radius 
of 110 kilometers. Millions of dead!” 


Perry Rhodan’s face was white as a sheet. 


Nobody uttered a word. 


4. 
S.O.S. FROM THE TRUE LIFE 


At the time when a plasma monster had invaded Terra trying to change all 
mankind into plasma with its insatiable voracity and when there seemed to 
be no more hope as the daily number of suicides reached many thousands 
the liberation had finally appeared at the last moment. 


Again millions of people hoped for the miracle of salvation as the atom 
bombs exploded around them day and night devastating the vital centers of 
their cities. 


Angelique and Louis talked about this miracle as she accompanied him to 
Plant P which he was assigned to guard after the invasion of the Laurins. 


They were married a month ago and returned from their honeymoon last 
week. They moved into their new home which had been furnished with 
loving care by their parents and in laws. Life seemed to be bright and they 
were filled with joyful expectations. 


Until the Invisibles came. And with them the horror, the fear, and death. 
Louis was given the duty of guarding Plant P after being trained in the 
handling of a heavy disintegrator weapon. He learned all about the Laurins 
which he needed to know for his job. 


But nobody could tell him how to see the Invisibles. 


Angelique had linked arms with her husband, snuggling up to him. The 
closer they came to the plant with the shiny copper roofs the quieter they 
became. 


When they reached the gate of the plant they stood still. He took her head 
in both hands and kissed her. “See you tonight, Angelique. Don’t be afraid. 
Nothing is going to happen.” 

He had told her this every time but he didn’t believe his own words. 


She left and he followed her with his eyes. Then he turned around and 
entered the new room for the guards. He was the last one to arrive for the 
shift. He changed his clothes in the locker room and received the heavy 
disintegrator weapon from the boss of the crew. He signed and walked 
away. 

Louis crossed the yard, passed hall L and walked around it. Then he 
climbed up the metal steps to the roof of the generator hall, walked across, 


skirting a ventilating shaft and paused before a 50 meter high steel tower 
measuring only 100 centimeters in diameter. The tower was topped by a 
glass dome which overlooked the entire area of the plant. 


Louis opened the lock of the tower elevator, entered the lightweight cage 
which carried him up as soon as the enclosure was automatically sealed 
again. 

Louis reached his goal in a few seconds. The man whom he relieved was 
already waiting for him and said: “Good luck, Louis!” 


“Thank you, Jacques!” 


Jacques left in the elevator cage and Louis was alone at his observation 
post, 8 hours alone with his fear. He operated the controls as he had been 
taught. After he had received the O.K. signal 3 times all he had to do was to 
watch. 


Louis peered into all directions. Below him were the plant, robots, and 
workers. The city was situated in the distance behind a hillside full of 
bushes and a road. A transport vehicle, steered by a robot, rolled along the 
road. 


“They’re better off,’ Louis heard himself say loudly. The robots were not 
afraid. They were not programmed to know fear. 


The sound of the ascending elevator cage startled him. Louis laughed 
nervously. “I wonder if I get some assistance. Maybe the boss is checking 
up on me.” 

The cage came into view at the top of the column. The cage was empty. 
“What kind of a dumb joke is this? They ought to . . .” and Louis uttered a 
cry. 

He saw something lying in the cage. It was gray and looked like a slightly 
squashed cube. 

A Laurin came up with that cube, Louis thought, terrified. Numbed by fear, 
he was unable to sound the alarm. 


They are here! Louis was seized by panic. A Laurin might be standing 
behind me. Or before me. Maybe he’s looking at me. I don’t want to die! 
Ohno... 


Louis clutched the heavy beamer and triggered a continuous beam of fire. 
He swiveled around his axis, causing the disintegrator beam to cut off the 
glass dome. The glass roof began to slip, tipped over and crashed to the 
ground with a violent bang. A gust of wind swept over him. 


Louis heard steps nearby or rather noises resembling steps and fired in their 


direction. 


“That’s for you!” Louis screamed, drowning out the agonized cry of a 
Laurin. The specter became visible for an instant and vanished in a reddish 
flash. 


The hole in the floor at his feet was almost 2 square meters big and he 
could see the roof of the generator hall 50 meters below. 


The tension in Louis’ face slowly eased again and his eyes began to shine. 
Wiping his forehead with his sleeve he said: “You won’t cause us anymore 
harm. Not you . . .” He was startled by his own voice because it sounded so 
strange to him. 


His movements were still jumpy when he turned to the cube shaped object 
in the cage. But his brain was still functioning too slowly. Instead of 
reporting the incident and alerting everybody he pushed the heavy 
disintegrator weapon hanging on a strap over his shoulder away from his 
chest. He bent down in the cage and reached for the object. 

He touched the big screw which held the two halves together at the side. 
Louis never saw the blinding flash nor did he hear the detonation of the 
bomb. Neither did he learn that he had completed the job of destruction of 
the Laurin when he touched the screw which in fact was the detonator of 
the bomb. 

There was nothing left of Plant P. 


In the city, the young woman Angelique went out of her mind when she 
saw the brilliant atomic flash and the mushroom cloud in the direction of 
Plant P. 


Five light seconds before Frago Sgt. Maas guided the PENGUIN from 
interspace back into the normal universe. Imperator Gonozal VIII had 
instructed him to get as close as possible to the robot world. 

Simultaneously the hyper radio transmitter beamed the prepared symbol 
message to the world of the Posbis and kept repeating it without 
interruption. 

The 30 men aboard the PENGUIN hardly dared to breathe. 

Atlan and 2 officers as well as Sgt. Maas were waiting at the radio for the 
answer of the Posbis. 


The ship’s transmitter kept sending the following message: We are the true 


life for we live together with robots. But our true life is menaced as your 
own existence had been threatened before. The false life from the depth of 
space invaded our world and is trying to annihilate the true life. They are 
destroying robots and their works and attempt to obliterate the innermost. 
We of the true life seek your help to save the innermost true core from the 
false life. 


The navigator reported that the ship was in the orbit of Frago. The 
panoramic screen depicted only the eternally dark abyss of intercosmic 
space with the exception of a wide shimmering band which was a part of 
their own Milky Way. 


In the infinite distance at the opposite end, the Andromeda Galaxy floated 
in the sea of darkness. But the light of the 2 galaxies was not sufficient to 
make Frago visible to human eyes. 


“Symbol message repeated 100 times!” announced King, the regular First 
Officer of the heavy cruiser PESTALOZZI. 


“Send the second message,” Atlan ordered. He stood motionlessly before 
the hyper radio oscillograph, waiting for a signal which would indicate that 
the sender of Frago transmitted radio energy. However, the oscillograph 
failed to show the expected pattern. 


The second symbol message described to the biopositronic robots on Frago 
how the Laurins had made their assault on Earth. Both messages had been 
formulated by the robotics expert Moders in collaboration with his 
colleagues and radioed to the PENGUIN before its start. Atlan was pleased 
that he did not have to perform this difficult task. Although the new symbol 
transformer enabled him to carry on a virtually normal conversation with 
the Posbis, the Arkonide trusted the knowledge of Moders more than these 
translators working on a hypertronic basis. 


The second message was also continuously reseated. 
Suddenly the ship’s rangefinder which was carefully tuned in on the 


fragment spaceships reacted with a signal. Three gigantic cubical ships 
emerged from the abyss. 


Sgt. Maas exclaimed furiously: “How do you like this?” He manipulated 
his flight console instruments and made the PENGUIN accelerate with 
maximum speed. The thrust absorbers howled at the highest pitch. 

“Slow down!” Atlan ordered urgently. 

“Stop!” Maas calmly repeated the order and reacted at once. The 
unbearable din in the PENGUIN subsided and it was possible to speak in a 
normal voice again. 


“Request permission to fire!” the fire control officer prodded. 

“Hell, no!” Atlan bellowed. The questioning glances of the two officers 
demanded an explanation. “Gentlemen, we didn’t come here to shoot it out 
with these cube ships but to ask the Posbis for help. . .” 

A terrifying transfo-beam hissed toward them, barely missing the ship. 

“A fine way to help us!” Maas muttered, unable to suppress a sarcastic 
comment. 

“Two more Posbi ships!” King’s voice sounded quiet but his eyes were 
ablaze. 


The biopositronic robots encircled the PENGUIN. Atlan recognized the 
maneuver. And so did Maas. “The fragment-ships are pushing us down to 
Frago. I never felt a longing to visit that planet!” Maas had a macabre sense 
of humor. The Arkonide could not help smiling in spite of the dangerous 
situation. 

Maas cautiously drew the PENGUIN away from the Frago planet. But the 
sergeant soon realized the futility of the attempt and brought the small 
spherical spaceship to a dead stop. They seemed to be caught in a trap. 

The 5 fragment-ships which had no relativity fields stood barely 30 km 
away from the PENGUIN. 


“TI wonder whether they’!1 build a memorial for us?” 


“Man!” Atlan fumed at the sergeant. “Your tongue is worse than that of 
Pucky!” 


King cleared his throat. “A message for you from the radio room, sir. The 
Chief wants to talk to you.” 


“T’ll take it here!’ Atlan sat down in the co-pilot seat next to Maas where 
the picture screen for the hyper transceiver was mounted. Rhodan’s face 
appeared. 


“What’s the situation, Atlan?” Rhodan asked tersely. 


“We're surrounded by 5 fragment spaceships close to Frago! We’ve 
received no response to our symbol messages.” 


“Atlan, 24 hours is all we can hold out here on Earth. Then the panic will 
be uncontrollable. Atlan, the Posbis must help us. I depend on you for the 
success of your mission. You mustn’t fail!” 


The telecom clicked and the screen turned gray. 
“Heavenly quiet out here...” 


The Arkonide took a deep breath looked at the sergeant with his arms 


akimbo and shook his head. At this moment 2 Posbi ships shot past from a 
distance of 30 km. 


“But sometimes it’s a little too bright!” Maas observed. 
Once again the weapons officer: “This is Fire Control . . .” 
“And this is the Command Center!” Atlan shut the weapons officer up. 


Maywong was the first to detect the next 3 ships racing toward them from 
the darkness. 

“Sir,” reported the radio officer, “the Posbi cubes are maintaining constant 
symbol radio communication.” 

The translator was put in operation but the signal was red. Atlan used a 
Terranian expletive. The Posbis had already learned to communicate in 
code and the symbol transformer was unable to interpret the coded 
messages. 

“Sir, the ships continue to exchange messages,” the radio officer reported 
again after a few minutes. 

The 3 fragment-ships lined up with the 5 cubical ships to tighten the 
encirclement. 

“We’re receiving symbols from a mysterious radio station in the empty 
space.” 

Nothing happened. 

Atlan took the initiative. “Stop sending the second symbol message. I'll 
talk directly to Frago via the symbol transformer.” 

“T’m ready, sir!” 

Maas flicked a couple of switches and said: “So am I. Go ahead, sir!” 

The Arkonide had to admire the sergeant with the brash tongue. 

Then he talked into the mike. The symbol transformer translated his words 
into the correct symbols and the hypercom transmitted Atlan’s message 
with a negligible time loss. 

Frago remained silent. 

A man came running from the radio room and handed Atlan a message. 
Without interrupting his speech the Arkonide read: “Symbol 
communication between fragment-ships abruptly ceased at the beginning of 
your speech. Only the mysterious radio station remains operating.” 

The Arkonide ended his appeal with the words: “Deny the false life any 
chance to conquer our native world. Don’t let them get a foothold in the 
multitude of worlds of which you are a part. The false life is the only 


enemy of the true life. Will the innermost refuse to give us the same help 
which we once have offered to it with selfless generosity?” 


My gods, he thought, as he leaned back, if Moders’ theory is wrong and the 
so-called scale of feelings of the Posbis is nothing but an erroneous 
assumption my appeal to their duty of helping us is completely in vain. 


“What did you say, Maas?” he brusquely asked the sergeant whose remark 
he had failed to understand. 


Maas looked at him gutlessly. “Sir, I never say anything. I simply think 
aloud. ve always done that at school. You can imagine how much my 
teachers loved me!” 


During the next 30 seconds the 30 men froze in attention. 


The symbol transformer spoke. Frago replied: “The innermost will not 
decline to help the true life. The true life shall come to us. We will receive 
you as befits the true life and will grant you the mighty help of the 
innermost.” 


Atlan grasped the meaning of the answer. Frago invited him to come 
aboard the fragment-ship with a few men. It meant taking an extreme risk. 
What if the Posbis did not accept them as the true life? 


“Sir, the Chief!” the radio officer interjected. 


“T can’t take the time,” Atlan replied. He looked at Maas. “Are you coming 
with me?” 


Maas replied quickly: “I would have been the first to volunteer, sir.” 


“Very good.” Atlan turned to the officer: “King, you’ ll assume command of 
the PENGUIN. Maywong, you'll fly the ship back. If you don’t hear from 
me from aboard the fragment-ship — which after all is possible in certain 
circumstances — then you will have to use your own judgment to get away 
safely.” 


Then he turned to Maas and said: “Let’s go, Sergeant!” 


He picked up a symbol transformer and 6 individual absorbers in the 
equipment room. However he doubted that he could mislead the Posbis for 
long. If they decided to send help to Terra they would quickly discover that 
the Earth was not inhabited by a race of robots but by intelligent organic 
beings. 

“T want to find only 4 volunteers in airlock C, not a dozen. Work it out 
among yourselves, gentlemen.” 


On the way to the airlock Atlan was informed that one of the fragment- 
ships had moved out of the control ring and was slowly approaching. 


“That’s the one where we have to go. Well, Maas, how do you feel?” He 
glanced sideways at the young man. 


“Like a ten year old who didn’t get anything for Christmas.” 
In spite of the serious situation Atlan had trouble hiding a smile. 


A surprise awaited Atlan at airlock C. Gadzooks, he thought, only mildly 
amused, what am I supposed to do with a language specialist? 


Ephraim Balthasar Newman, called E.B.N. by his friends, straightened up. 
His transparent helmet was still flipped back. “Sir,” he said, “since we’ve 
made contact with the Posbis I’ve taken a special interest as a language 
scientist in the symbols used by them. I wish to point out that the robot 
expert Moders has sought my advice many times.” 


Atlan nodded agreeably. Perhaps Newman was right. His superior 
knowledge of the symbol language could be a vital key when they met the 
semi biological robots. 


The other members of the small group gave their names: Olymp, Maxwell, 
and Henderson. 


Atlan looked at the airlock operator. “Ready to ship out!” By telecom he 
instructed the radio officer: “Keep Rhodan informed about all further 
developments!” 


The inner airlock door opened noiselessly. The 6 men were ready to leave 
the PENGUIN and float to a fragment-ship. 


They silently entered the airlock. The inner door closed behind them. The 
pumps began to suck out the air which automatically sealed the transparent 
helmets. Then the outer door opened. 


The darkness of the intergalactic space oppressed the men. Three ghostly 
fingers of pale light tried to illuminate the huge bizarrely shaped cube ship: 
the searchlights of the PENGUIN. 


“Follow me!” Atlan ordered. He pushed off first. All other functions were 


performed by the flightsuit. The six men floated across the immense abyss 
to the ship of the Posbis. 


At 13:02 standard time London’s transmitters went silent. 

Panic in England! Panic in India! Panic in Japan! Only Africa, America, 
and Australia still reported fairly normal conditions if one disregarded the 
annihilation of hundreds of industrial installations which had already taken 


place. 

Reports of panic on the Moon. Four gigantic conveyor roads had been 
destroyed. The two telepaths who had been sent to the Moon had so far 
been unable to detect a single Laurin. 

On Earth a few Invisibles had been encountered here and there and were 
slain on the spot. But there were not enough telepaths to defeat the scourge 
from another Galaxy. 

At 13:50 London still remained silent. Three heavy cruisers were already 
on their way to England. But what could they do if the huge city had indeed 
been plunged into chaos and everybody was only concerned with saving 
himself? 

Atlan had sent his last hyper radio message from the PENGUIN an hour 
ago. Since that time the ship was hovering in the extra galactic space over 
the robot world of Frago. 

At 13:17 most of Milwaukee was destroyed. The number of victims was as 
yet unknown. 

Paris reported at 13:55 that the Eiffel Tower was wrecked by a mini-bomb. 
Perry Rhodan received the steady news of disasters in stony silence. 

All normal traffic on Terra had been suspended. The measure had been 
taken in order to make it more difficult for the Laurins to move from place 
to place. 

The Great Council of the Blue System expressed its regret about the 
conditions prevailing on Terra through its plenipotentiary at Terrania. 
“What can we buy with that?” Bell asked scornfully when he heard the 
message. 

Rhodan bent over the mike and demanded: “Connect me with the 
PENGUIN. Urgent!” 

The urgent call went unheeded. 

Rhodan nervously tapped his desk with his fingers. At the end of 3 minutes 
the hyper radio station of Terrania reported: “We’ve been unable to make 
contact with the PENGUIN.” 

“T’m afraid they got caught in some serious trouble,” Bell remarked. 

“Oh, shut up, Bell, if all you can do is spread gloom and doom!” 

Bell looked astonished at his friend. He did not take the chiding very hard 
since he knew only too well what Perry was going through. 


Homer, the financial genius of the Solar Imperium, appeared on the 


telecom. “The bottom is falling out of the stock market...” 

He didn’t get any further. His announcement was greeted with laughter as 
he was given to understand by Bell: “You worry about the stock market 
when we won’t have any more air to breathe tomorrow!” 

Homer quickly switched the set off. 


“Sir, may I talk to you?” The face of the physicist Geo Arendt emerged on 
the screen a moment later. 


“Yes,” Rhodan replied, “if you have good news.” 

“T believe, I do, Chief. We gained some new knowledge about the flexo- 
organ of the Laurins. It should enable us to design the antiflex spectacles in 
the near future.” 

“When will they be available at the earliest, Arendt?” 

The physicist hesitated with his answer. “Maybe in a week but it could take 
a month. We’ll have to talk again to Lieutenant Puck.” 

“He’s unavailable. He’s somewhere on the globe chasing Laurins. I can’t 
put him at your disposal.” 

“But this will delay the time when we can complete our work. It will be 
uncertain... .” 

“T can’t help it, Arendt!” Rhodan ended the conversation. He was tired and 
incapable of concentrating on the subject. 

Suddenly the ground trembled, then a distant roar grew loud and strong. 
The huge administration building swayed as the earth shook. They heard 
the thunderous burst of a second explosion — somewhere out there on the 
fertile land which once had been called the Gobi Desert. 

The light in Rhodan’s room flickered but it quickly became steady again. 
“The emergency generators were activated,” Bell explained. He was a 
specialist in the field. “Did the Laurins . . . ?” He didn’t finish the sentence. 
“Do you still doubt it, chubby?” 

The Laurins had blown up the energy center 140 km east of Terrania — in 
spite of the telepathic surveillance and the energy screen! 

The hyper radio station announced: “Sir, the PENGUIN has not yet 
answered our call!” 

At 14:04. Oslo reported that the explosions of 7 atom bombs in the 
industrial area of the Ruhr had been registered in remote Norway. The 
observed revalue was so high that there was no hope left for the people 
stricken by the catastrophe. 


Rhodan got up. He stared blindly at Bell. “Let me know when we get some 
pleasant news,” he said leaving the room. 


ok 


Atlan had trouble suppressing a shiver as he and his men were escorted 
deep into the enormous box by the Posbis. After an initial attempt the. 
Imperator gave up all efforts to talk to the robots with the aid of the symbol 
transformer. The machines did not seem to be equipped with any plasma in 
their positronic or any hyperintronic linkage. 


They floated up in an elevator shaft with breathtaking speed. The trip ended 
in the plasma center of the fragment-ship. The antigrav shaft was sealed off 
tightly behind them. 


The Arkonide tried to communicate with the commander by using his 
portable translator. “Maas, is our transceiver working,” he asked the 
sergeant after a few minutes when the loudspeaker failed to emit a sound. 


“The transmitter is functioning, sir,” Maas informed him. “We’re getting a 
call just now!” 


The translator condensed the symbols into one word: crosspoint! 


“What in the world is a crosspoint?’ Atlan asked dismayed. Then he 
remembered the linguist. He motioned Newman to come over. “What is a 
crosspoint? That’s what our translator called the symbols of the 
commander.” 


E.B.N. thought for a moment. “This expression can mean 3 different things 
but in our case it clearly means coordinates,” he explained. 


“Are you completely certain? Is it conceivable that the plasma commander 
might have used this expression to say something else?” 


The linguist shook his head vigorously inside his helmet. “Sir, by 
crosspoint he definitely means coordinates. But which?” 


“I know which. Thank you for your help.” Atlan turned back to Maas. 
“Take this foil strip and insert it into the symbol receiver slot, Sergeant!” 


Maas complied with his instructions. He inserted the card and watched as it 
disappeared in the machine. Half an hour later the symbols were 
transmitted to the plasma dome. 


Atlan and Maas kept watching the instruments of the transformer with 
apprehension. The dials showed no change. The plasma had received the 
coordinates of Terra without finding it necessary to thank them. This 
seemed to be customary behavior in the world of the semi biological 


robots. 
“Sir, you wanted to call the PENGUIN,” Maas reminded Atlan. 
“Make the call. Tell Maywong to move the ship to the Milky Way!” 


Maas turned the sender on. Then he said puzzled: “Sir, something is wrong 
with the set. Maybe one of the Posbis is tampering with it. It is completely 
dead.” 


“But it functioned just now!” Atlan asserted. 


Maas looked knowingly at the enormous domes. Then he opined: “Just 
now isn’t now, and now it doesn’t do it. I’m beginning to believe that the 
Posbis will do anything.” 


Their helmet mikes suddenly picked up other noises besides the steps of the 
robots. All 6 members of the group lowered the volume of the mikes. They 
were swamped by an infernal din coming from all directions. 


“Sir,” Maas cried, “maybe this is an attempt at brainwashing us. Do the 
Posbis first intend to knock us out with this noise and . . .” His voice trailed 
off, as he and the others began to feel the slight pressure of acceleration. 


The 6 men looked at each other incredulously. Was there still such a thing 
as pressure of acceleration to be felt in spaceships? 


“Switch thrust absorbers to automatic!” Atlan had the presence of mind to 
warn his men. The order did not come a second too soon. The fragment- 
spaceship accelerated faster and stronger. The men would have been 
thrown to the floor by the tremendous push if the absorbers in their 
spacesuits had not automatically compensated these forces. 


“Sir,” Maas moaned over the transceiver, “all we need now is that this hell 
of a ship also lacks shock absorbers. How do we get through the transitions 
without them?” 


“Don’t talk of the devil, Maas!” Atlan snapped. At that moment they were 
struck by a fierce blow. They fell to the floor as if hit by invisible gigantic 
fists and tumbled till they hit an obstacle where they remained lying 
motionless. 

The Arkonide was the first to recover. “Oh, my head,” he murmured. “My 
head and my neck! What happened to my back?” 

Gradually his memory returned and he relived the last seconds in his mind. 
The fragment-ship had gone into a transition. It did not have any shock 
absorbers as Maas had feared. Each jump through hyperspace had hit them 
with full force. 


We'll have more of this to look forward to, Atlan thought. He tried to get 


up but his legs buckled under him. 


He glanced at the instrument dials in his spacesuit. The thrust absorber 
needle showed zero and the gravity adjustor stood at 1. The Posbi ship was 
not accelerating at the moment. 


Somebody moved next to him. It was Henderson. The man groaned and 
tried in vain to get up. 


“Stay where you are till your limbs have regained their full strength,” Atlan 
instructed him, hoping that the second shock of transition would not hit 
them before then. 


It came sooner than expected. Again they lost consciousness: This time 
they did not notice that they had remained unconscious twice as long as 
before. 


For Atlan, who had commanded a powerful spacefleet as admiral more than 
10,000 years ago, this was not the first time to go through such an 
experience. He was the first to wake up again. 


He remained on the floor and let his body go limp, waiting for the next 
transition without realizing that they had already made 3 more jumps in the 
meantime. 


Atlan waited but then he lost patience. He got up and leaned like a drunk 
against the arched wall of the dome. He looked down as he tried to regain 
his strength. His outside mike was still turned to the lowest volume. But he 
noticed that the roar in the ship sounded different than before the first 
transition. He turned the volume up and was astonished. The noises 
sounded almost like those on Terranian or Arkonide ships. But he also 
heard the steps of robots. 


Two of the robots appeared before Atlan. They put their metalgrips on his 
arms and showed him the way. He had no choice but to follow. 


They plunged down in the antigrav shaft. Suddenly he felt painful braking 
forces and was shoved to the side. The grip of the robots saved him from 
getting injured. 

A corridor opened before him. At least that was how he described it. He 
walked along the corridor until something before him separated into 4 
parts, exposing a room which had many comers, an uneven floor, a concave 
ceiling, numerous recesses, sconces, and niches. 


But the most surprising feature of the room was not its crazy shape but the 
brightness it radiated. 


Daylight, or light made for humans! Something the Posbis geared to other 


frequencies did not require. Atlan could switch off the searchlight of his 
spacesuit. He happened to look at his air pressure gauge and was surprised 
to see that it registered the normal air pressure at sea level on Terra. 


Was it possible that the air in the room could be breathed? But Atlan was 
reluctant to take this chance without a prior analysis of the air and decided 
to keep his helmet closed. 


Still in the grip of the semi biological robots he was led to an object whose 
purpose he was unable to guess. 


The robots released their grip. A Posbi began to fiddle around with the 
thing which was about one meter high and a foot wide. 


A blinding flood of light hit Atlan’s eyes and he was forced to close them. 


Did the 2 robots notice that the light was hurting him? He cautiously 
opened his eyes again and was pleased to see that the room was now bathed 
in a warm and soft light. 


“The solar system .. . Sol! Terra and the other planets!” He heard himself 
exclaim in surprise. He bent lower in order to see the details clearer but the 
Posbi had already begun to magnify the projection of the solar system so 
that Atlan could study the picture without strain. It confirmed Van Moders’ 
theory of the learning ability of the semi-biological robots. 


The sun was shining like a sparkling ball and was surrounded by the 
planets and their satellites. 


Atlan quietly admired the robots for presenting such a perfect projection. 
He knew that there was nothing like it in the Galaxy. 


One of the robots pointed at the projection of Terra. Atlan surmised that the 
mechanical being with the plasma element now reported to the domes in 
the commander’s room. 


The projection changed abruptly. For an instant there were only circular 
patterns then the picture became steady. 


The Arkonide saw Terra. He saw it at the moment when 7 atomic 
mushrooms rose from the region of the Ruhr and the center of industry was 
leveled in a holocaust. It was 14:04 standard time. 


“This was done by the Laurins!’” The Arkonide forgot that he was in the 
company of 2 soulless robots. His hands reached out to them. “Look . . .” 
He stopped when his hands touched only metal. 


Did they see? Did they understand that on the world down there their 
deadly enemies were about to exterminate an intelligent race? Were they 
even interested in the fate of organic life? 


The picture now showed barely discernible, glistening points resembling 
pearls. They were ships of the Terranian fleet circling Terra whose crews 
were forced to idly watch the orgy of destruction by the Invisibles. 


Atlan firmly believed in the intention of the Posbis to help them. What 
disturbed him was that he had no way of exchanging thoughts with their 
intelligent plasma. 


The picture disappeared from the screen. Atlan felt the metallic clamps of 
the robots seize him again, indicating to him that it was time to return. 


When he entered the plasma room he found the 5 men in a state of high 
excitement. He tersely informed them about his experience. Olymp and 
Maxwell turned pale. Sgt. Maas wanted to make a brash remark but held 
his tongue at the last moment. Henderson sighed: “So the risk we took paid 
off!” 


And Newman interjected: “Good heavens, those 30 minutes were terribly 
long!” 

Atlan had been away for 30 minutes with the robots. He looked around. 
The robots were gone. He saw the portable symbol transformer at Maas’ 
feet. 


“Maas, have you tried in the meantime to contact the plasma?” 

The sergeant looked at him in astonishment. “Without your instructions, 
sir?” 

“Tn that case I’m going to try it once more myself.” 

It was a futile attempt. The plasma in the domes failed to respond. Atlan 
quickly gave up. He gained the impression that the big matter had no desire 
to establish contact with him. 


Their peculiar behavior doesn’t matter to me, he thought, as long as they 
rid Terra of the Laurins! 


They felt another spurt of acceleration. It was accompanied again by the 
unbearable noise. Each man turned down the volume of the transceivers. 
The small thrust absorbers in their spacesuits functioned with an efficiency 
of 90%. The acceleration of the fragment-ship must have been tremendous. 


“Sir, is the Posbi cube taking course toward Terra?” Henderson asked. 


“T certainly hope so. If the projection which they’ve shown to me was 
accurate then we’re close to the orbit of Jupiter. This means that we would 
reach Terra in 2 to 3 hours!” 


5. 
IT’S RAINING ROBOTS! 


The space monitoring arm of the Solar System had not only received 
reports from the Galaxy about structural disturbances but had also 
registered them itself. The wave pattern indicated beyond doubt that it had 
been caused by a ship of the Posbis. 


Perry Rhodan was given the information. Not a muscle in his face moved 
when he received the report. Deringhouse, who happened to be in the 
Chief’s office, impulsively jumped up and excitedly paced the room. 


“Don’t be too optimistic, Deringhouse!” Rhodan warned. 


Bell came running. “Finally!” he cried, elated. “The robots are coming! 
Atlan has done it after all.” 


“Wait and see!” Rhodan replied, dampening Bell’s enthusiasm. “Perhaps 
the Posbis are only coming to finish us off.” 


The long wait began. But the subsequent transition shocks, which were 
precisely measured, established clearly the course of the fragment-ship. 
The cubical ship came closer to the Solar System with each dump. 


A fragment spaceship! One of the satellite stations now reported. The ship 
of the Posbis had reentered the normal continuum from hyperspace at a 
distance of less than one light year. The station also definitely observed that 
a single ship was on the approach. 


“A single ship?” Bell asked, disappointed. 


Neither Rhodan nor Deringhouse could answer his question. The tension 
strained their nerves. A steady stream of news about the cataclysmic 
destruction of the Invisibles poured in from all parts of the Earth. Almost 
100 Laurins had so far been discovered by the telepaths and put out of 
action. But compared to the number of 3000 Laurins sent to ravage the 
Earth it was far from a good record. However the mutants could hardly be 
blamed for their inadequate performance. 


The course of the fragment-ship was tracked on a map of the stars in 
Rhodan’s office. 


“One more jump and they must be in our system,” Deringhouse noted. 


The office maintained uninterrupted contact with the hyper radio station of 
Terrania. 


“Any word from the PENGUIN?” Rhodan inquired. 


The answer was negative. The PENGUIN also failed to respond to the calls 
of other stations. 


The big monitoring station on Pluto suddenly announced: “Structural 
disturbance in the vicinity of Jupiter orbit. Unidentified object flying in the 
direction of Terra at .35 speed of light!” 


Bell shook his head. “It’s really only one ship! Why don’t the Posbis come 
with a huge fleet?” 


“Maybe we'll find it out, chubby. But now tell me exactly where our patrol 
units are cruising?” 


“Before and behind the path of Jupiter.” 


“Then order the patrols to retreat at once behind Pluto. We must show the 
Posbis that our intentions are not in the least hostile.” 


r) 


“T don’t remember that the robots have such tender feelings . . .’ 


“Follow through with my order, chubby!” Rhodan commanded in an 
authoritative tone of voice. Reginald Bell did not waste another second and 
passed the order on to the headquarters of the fleet. 


It was at the same moment that Atlan had observed on the projection screen 
that the ships of the Terranian fleet suddenly pulled back. 


The loudspeaker in Rhodan’s operations center crackled: “Cape Town 
reports...” 


But Rhodan could no longer listen to the depressing news. Either the single 
ship of the Posbis rescued them or all was lost! He motioned Deringhouse 
to turn the loudspeaker off. 


Monitoring station Mars 2, which was situated on the smallest moon of 
Mars, was the next to report after having pinpointed the exact trajectory of 
the fragment-ship: “Posbi spaceship accelerating and approaching the orbit 
of Terra at .45 speed of light. Allowing for the movement of Terra in our 
calculations the spaceship will pass Luna at a distance of 4000 km.” 


A channel still functioning on the Moon radioed: “Central energy station 
VH 8 destroyed by atom bomb. Two Laurins obliterated by telepath Huy. 
Huy was killed in the explosion at VH 8.” 


Thirty percent of the industrial installations on the Moon had been supplied 
with energy by VH 8. Although each plant was equipped with an 
emergency generator they were not designed to deliver power for any great 
length of time. Sooner or later the emergency power generators were bound 
to fail. 


Bell also checked with the headquarters of the fleet whether the defense 
forts on Terra had been instructed to hold their fire. “A slip up by them... 
that’s all we need!” 


Bell was assured that all Terranian defense forts were strictly forbidden to 
use their weapons and each of them had confirmed the order. 


The track of light on the stellar map showed that the ship of the Posbis 
approached the path of Terra at half the velocity of light. Gradually it 
became slower. 


“It’s heading into an orbit around Terra,” Deringhouse exclaimed. He had 
been following the streak of light with anxious eyes. 


The fleet’s headquarters passed on a message from the monitoring station 
on the Moon: “Posbi ship beginning to circle Terra at 108,000 km 
altitude!” 


Bell looked inquisitively at Rhodan who made a helpless gesture. He had 
understood his friend but he did not know either whether the detection 
devices of the Posbis could locate the Laurins from that distance. Perhaps 
the maneuver of the semi biological robots constituted the start of a hostile 
action. Who among the Earthlings could know what these hyperintronically 
linkaged robots with their hatred of all organic life were thinking? Even 
Van Moders could not tell exactly what motivated them. 


Rhodan took the mike. “This is Rhodan speaking. Transmit symbol 
message to the fragment spaceship!” 


The message had already been prepared earlier. Now it was transmitted by 
the powerful hyper radio station at Terrania. 


“No answer, sir!” the reply came again and again. 


In the meantime the fragment-ship had traveled halfway around the earth, 
maintaining its altitude of 108,000 km. 


“Emergency port at Lake Chad attacked. Eighteen light cruisers destroyed. 
Number of victims as yet unknown!” 


Bell ranted in desperation: “These damn Laurins are everywhere!” 
“Control yourself, Bell!” Rhodan admonished him. 


Reginald Bell’s face turned red. He hastily got up and swore under his 
breath. 

A telepath remained in the background at all times. He tried to use his 
parapsychological gift to detect the presence of any Invisibles. 


Pucky called in from Melbourne. “Perry, there are more Laurins around 
here than anywhere else. During the past hour I’ve clobbered 7 of them. 


But I keep wondering what they’ re after in these parts. Do you know?” 
Rhodan was momentarily puzzled. Deringhouse waved his hand. 
“Melbourne,” the Administrator reflected. “We’ve got something there . . . 


Oh yes! The Harrington plant. The biggest producer of fissionable 
material!” 


“Where is it located?” Pucky’s squeaky voice asked from Melbourne. 


“Underground. If I’m not mistaken it’s at the southwestern outskirts of the 
city, little Pucky.” 


“O.K. That’s all.” 


Rhodan did not approve of Pucky’s plan. “I don’t like it. Our little Pucky is 
taking too big a chance again. Bell, try to contact Pucky and call it off.” 


“It’s useless,” Bell gestured. “Don’t you know the mousebeaver? He’s sure 
to guess who’s calling him if I do it now. Later he’ll simply say: Did you 
call me? Sorry my minicom didn’t work.” 


“He’s learned from you to use such lame excuses. Well, forget it. But P'd 
feel terrible if something happened to Pucky at the Harrington 


Deringhouse interrupted the conversation. “Sir, the ship of the Posbis is 
approaching Terrania. It seems to descend.” 


He was right. The box dropped like a stone to earth in the direction of 
Terrania. However it suddenly stopped at an altitude of 100 km. Its 
magnified picture on the observation screen made the bizarre shape of the 
ship look like a monstrous threat. 


“Now what?” Bell asked. 


Nobody could answer his question. 


Atlan was pacing the floor of the fragment-ship’s command center. He had 
kept trying to get in touch with the plasma by using the symbol- 
transformer. But the plasma had ignored all his calls and the 6 men were 
reduced to a state of total inaction. 


They had no idea where they were and did not know whether the ship was 
hovering above Earth. But they were jolted once when the ship braked 
unbelievably fast and their thrust absorbers were unable to fully 
compensate for the change of momentum. 

“Sir, listen!” Maas called over the helmet radio. 


Atlan turned the volume of the outside mike up. A peculiar rumble became 


audible. “It sounds like running robots, Sergeant!” 


Henderson found it hard to believe. “If so, there must be hundreds of them, 
sir, if not thousands.” 


“Why not? The ship is 2 kilometers long after all!” 


Everybody listened but only a few believed like Atlan that the noise was 
caused by running robots. 


They felt another jolt. “The flying technique of these robots is simply 
abominable,” Maas muttered. The jolt had hurled him to the floor and he 
got up with a grim face. 


More shocks came at irregular intervals. 


“We’re moving by leaps and bounds,” Atlan noted. “It almost makes me 
think that we’re close to Earth and are stopping at one important place after 
the other;” 


Atlan ended the conversation. Then he stood before one of the plasma 
domes and scrutinized it. 


Why doesn’t the plasma communicate with us, he asked himself. Why did 
the innermost already act so strangely on Frago? 


He shook his head and turned around. He walked around the large room 
searching for an exit. But wherever he stopped he was unable to discover a 
door or anything similar. 


They’ve locked us up, he determined with apprehension. Why did they do 
it? 


The fragment spaceship had long disappeared from the sky when a man 
from the spaceport shouted to Perry Rhodan on the telecom: “Sir, it’s 
raining robots! It’s raining robots!” 


Rhodan reacted instantaneously. Within seconds he instructed the 
information agency of Terrania to broadcast a message: “Interrupt your 
program and announce the following warning every 5 minutes for a full 
hour: 


“The cubical spaceship is discharging Posbi robots in great numbers. They 
must not be attacked or hindered in any way. The robots are able to locate 
the Invisibles and put them out of action.” 


“Precede the broadcast by the information that it presents an official 
announcement of the administration. Call all information agency 


transmitters on the international frequency circuit to broadcast the identical 
message.” 


“Now you’re the optimist, Perry,’ Bell commented. “I’m not yet quite 
convinced that these robots are coming as our angels of salvation.” 


“Then wait and see!” 


The pedestrians in Terrania’s main business district panicked and fled in all 
directions when 8 horribly looking robots sailed down from the sky. 


Vehicles stopped abruptly. People sought refuge in the nearest house. The 
panic spread within seconds along the streets. 


The first robots touched the ground. They ran apparently aimlessly away 
ignoring the masses that scattered before them. Suddenly dozens of 
Terranians saw a red glimmer in the empty street and heard a shrill drawn 
out scream. Then the ghastly spook was gone. 


“The robots are shooting them!” an old man shouted exuberantly, his voice 
breaking. He threw up his arms and danced in a frenzy. “They’re hunting 
the invisible monsters! They’re hunting them! They’re hunting them...” 


At the Khrest Plaza the action ran into a snag. A Posbi raced from a side 
street. He had spotted a Laurin. Would he respect the life of the fleeing 
crowd — the true life he was sent to protect? 


Suddenly the robot took to the air. He skimmed with incredible speed over 
the heads of the flinching people and headed to the tall column which 
immortalized the Arkonide Khrest. As he swooped down he was hurled 
aside by the blast of a fiery beam. The people in the Plaza cried out, aghast. 
The robot somersaulted several times. One of his limbs — so dissimilar 
from human ones — whirled through the air and. struck a young man and 
tossed him to the ground. 

The Posbi managed to renew his attack but he was riddled by a fusillade 
from invisible sources. 

The horrified crowd could no longer restrain its furor. The shout: “The 
Invisibles!” made the people scramble for safety. 

The semi biological robots were equipped with incredibly accurate 
detection devices which enabled them to track their deadly enemies. 

Three more Posbis dived from the roof of a nearby house. Had they 
received a call for help from their comrade who was already shattered to 
pieces? Did he say anything about the true life? Were they merely eager to 
save the innermost? 


The newly arrived robots blasted their weapons without interruption. The 


outlines of the spindle thin, three legged Laurins became visible around the 
column. 


Once again they uttered their piercing long wails as the robots stormed in 
with increasing speed and unrelenting fire. The eerie red light flickered 
again sealing the fate of 2 more creatures from another galaxy. 


All traffic on Khrest Plaza had already stopped. Every radio channel of the 
Police Headquarters was blocked. Hysterical people breathlessly reported 
their observations, not realizing that they prevented the police from taking 
effective measures in support of the Posbis’ intervention. 


ok 


Pucky took a glider to fly to the Harrington plant. 


“You won’t be able to get in,” said the pilot of the glider to his strange 
passenger of whom he probably had already heard. 


“Please let me worry about that. You better watch out that you don’t careen 
into another glider!” 


“I know my job,” the stocky pilot defended himself. “Melbourne has the 
lowest number of accidents .. .” 


Pucky had tuned in on his thoughts and knew that the man lied. “If you can 
fly a glider as well as you can lie I’ll be satisfied. It was only the day before 
yesterday when you caused a multiple crash of vehicles when you tried to 
set down your glider on parking lot 6 D.” 


Although the man knew that a talking mousebeaver was in the entourage of 
Administrator Rhodan, he was completely unaware of his various 
parapsychological resources. 

“We have to go down here,” he quickly said. The Harrington plant is 
secured against the Invisibles by a protective screen. At present nobody is 
allowed to leave or enter the plant. You...” 

The pilot received no reply. Unsuspecting he turned around and gasped in 
surprise. The seat was empty. The mousebeaver had vanished. 

“Holy cow! What happened to him?” He almost choked. 

There was some money on the seat. “He paid . . . but I’m still 100 meters 
above the ground! The door is still locked magnetically. I don’t get it!” 

Nor did engineer Tosh understand from where the big animal came that 
suddenly stood before him. 


What kind of a giant mouse is this, he thought confused and became even 


more baffled when the big mouse said: “Calm down, my friend, and show 
me the way to the manager of the plant!” 


At this moment it suddenly dawned on Tosh: “You’re Pucky, aren’t you?” 
Pucky’s body stiffened involuntarily. He was proud to be well known. 
“How did you get in?” the engineer asked. 


“Never mind how I got in. It doesn’t matter. I. . .” Pucky paused. His fur 
bristled inside his battlesuit. He had spotted one of the Invisibles by 
telepathy. “Oh, these gristly ghosts!” he exclaimed and teleported himself, 
leaving a gasping Tosh behind who did not trust his eyes and pinched 
himself to find out if he was dreaming. 


Pucky materialized again in a big brightly lit hall without people. There 
were numerous robots working at their posts. He heard a hum in his helmet 
which had automatically closed when he came in. He glanced at the gauge 
in his battlesuit and noticed that the revalue in the hall was very high. It 
made him realize why only robots worked in the hall. But where was the 
Invisible whose presence he had sensed? 


He concentrated his telepathic powers and found the Laurin. He jumped 
again and fired his disintegrator weapon with the maximum of its withering 
force at the enclosure of a machine. He jumped closer and fired toward the 
floor near the machine where he had spotted a Laurin. Under the effect of 
the beam the body of the Laurin appeared in an ephemeral outline. His last 
scream echoed in the hall as the creature, whose sole intention was to bring 
death and destruction to Terra, expired. 


Pucky nimbly jumped down. He had learned something from his 
experience in his voluntary mission against the Laurins. With one 
exception he had always found bombs near the place of his battles. 


This he set out to do again. Due to the radiation in the hall it was 
impossible for him to use his radiation detector which already showed a 
high revalue. He depended on his luck to locate the bomb before it blew up 
the whole Harrington plant. 


Where would I have hidden the bomb, he asked himself. Perry Rhodan had 
taught him to put himself in the position of his opponent in such situations. 


Anywhere, he decided after pondering a moment. The Laurin must also 
have realized that the mechanical robots in the hall were only programmed 
to do their work and nothing else. They paid no attention whatsoever to the 
presence of a human being or any other creature in the hall. 


Pucky waddled around as fast as he could. He had already searched the 


third assembly of machines and the sweat began to pour from his body. He 
could physically feel the imminent tragedy. 


“Where did he put the bomb?” he heard himself say aloud. He turned 
himself fully around in a maze of pipes. 


A transformer whirred in his vicinity. He teleported to the top of the 
transformer and almost stumbled over the bomb. 


Pucky was already familiar with the insidious methods of the Laurins. The 
misshaped, slightly squashed metallic objects could be taken for almost 
anything else but a bomb with enormous explosive power. 


Pucky had also learned from experience that under the innocuous cover a 
time fuse and a contact detonator were concealed. The latter one was 
activated by triggering the time fuse. A turn of 30 degrees was sufficient to 
set off the explosion. 


Pucky picked the bomb up with both hands like a raw egg. He held it 
against his body and teleported himself. 


The ocean was not far away. Pucky put his battlesuit to an extreme test. He 
emerged from his jump with the dangerous bomb 3000 meters below sea 
level. He dropped the bomb and teleported himself again at once. 


From an altitude of 80 km the mousebeaver looked across the ocean. He 
counted 9 seconds before he saw a gigantic column of water and steam rise 
from the surface of the water and spread out with high velocity. 


Pucky squealed with delight but when he looked around he became 
startled. A fragment spaceship streaked over Melbourne and disappeared in 
the west. Pucky felt the hair of his fur bristle. He had not heard the 
broadcast of the Administration’s urgent communique concerning the Posbi 
ship. 

“What is that hideous box doing on Earth? As if we didn’t have enough 
trouble with the Laurins!” 

Then he decided to continue the task he had taken upon himself. He 
teleported back to the Harrington plant. 

He landed in the middle of a rain of robots. Robots that dropped from the 
sky and rushed toward the gates of the subterranean complex. Pucky 
observed two of them shooting on the run. 

Anxious to see at what they were firing, Pucky teleported himself within 
300 meters of the gate. A Laurin disappeared before his eyes in a flicker of 
red light! 


Suddenly it dawned on him. The Posbis were pursuing the Invisibles! “By 


golly!’ he groaned, flabbergasted. “Who would have dreamed that I’d learn 
to like the Posbis? But how did the Posbis penetrate the energy-screen 
surrounding the Harrington plant?” 


He did not know that the energy screen had been deactivated and that the 
director of the plant had been waiting anxiously for the arrival of the 
Posbis. 


Pucky cautiously moved closer. Then he teleported himself into the 
subterranean hall not far from where 8 Posbis had landed. 


“Two Laurins!” he shouted, clutching his heavy disintegrator and firing a 
shot. His blast lasted only a fraction of a second. The mousebeaver was 
unable to fight two Laurins simultaneously. He teleported himself to the 
ceiling of the hall and sat on a crossbeam, hoping that the Invisibles would 
not discover him up high on his perch. 


The clanging of metallic feet at first sounded distant but quickly grew 
louder. It could only be the Posbis. Seven bio positronic machines that 
were built for a singular purpose, raced ahead. At that moment Pucky 
spotted the third Invisible enemy. The Harrington plant seemed to be 
infested by them. 


Pucky watched every phase of the battle. The Posbis appeared to be imbued 
with an all consuming sense of destruction. With the aid of their detectors 
aimed at the Laurins they could find out where the Invisibles were located. 
They did not stop running even when the Laurins intercepted them with 
blistering blasts from their weapons. One of the Posbis was torn apart by a 
thunderous explosion. 


The other six kept on running toward their invisible targets. As soon as the 
Posbis had finished their job they turned around and left the hall. 


Pucky remained crouching on the crossbeam under the ceiling. He tried to 
detect other Laurins with his extrasensory perception. After a few minutes 
he gave up his efforts. He teleported himself to another hall where his 
search for the Laurins also proved to be futile. He wondered whether the 
Posbis had really succeeded in obliterating all the Laurins in such a short 
time. 


Finally Pucky found another bomb in the vicinity of the spot where the 
robots had killed the Laurins. Once more he removed it by teleportation 
and dumped it into the ocean far away from the shipping lanes. There was 
another explosion deep in the ocean and a column of water and steam 
which cascaded back to the water in a wide circle. 


The human population of Earth could breathe easier again. Three thousand 
Laurins had perished. The robots who had mercilessly liquidated them 
returned to the fragment-ship which orbited Terra at a distance of 100,000 
km. 


The ship refused to answer the repeated calls from Terrania. They kept 
trying for hours but the ship of the Posbis remained silent. The radio 
technicians claimed that the spaceship had not even been in communication 
with the robots while they stayed on Earth. 


Perry Rhodan had summoned his closest assistants to the operations center 
where they listened to the reports coming from all over the world, wherever 
the robots had intervened and freed the people from the invisible 
aggressors. The messages staggered the imagination. 


Suddenly Pucky appeared among the men in the operations center. He 
flipped his space helmet back over his shoulders. The mousebeaver had 
teleported himself in one jump from Australia to Terrania. 


At that moment another one of those incredible reports came in. Pucky 
listened to the report and squawked indignantly: “A bunch of lies! They’re 
making demigods out of the Posbis. They use a pot to boil water just like 
the rest of us!” 


Now everybody took notice of the mousebeaver. Bell expressed his 
irritation: “How do you know all about that?” 


“How do I know? Because I’ve seen it with my own eyes while you were 
afraid to take a step outdoors. I’ve witnessed in the Harrington plant at 
Melbourne how the Posbis exterminated the Invisibles. But for me the 
Harrington plant would have been blown to smithereens nevertheless. The 
robots can exterminate the Laurins but it never occurred to them to look for 
their bombs. Fatso, I should have brought you one of the bombs as a 
souvenir from the gristly ghosts . . . Sorry, Perry! I promise not to say it 
again!” 

Rhodan ignored the remark. “Then you were responsible for the explosions 
in the Pacific Ocean, Pucky?” 


“IT?” the mousebeaver protested. “That’s a strange question. It was the 
bombs of the Laurins which I buried in the sea at a depth of 3000 meters. 
Anyway .. .I still have a free afternoon coming,’ he grumbled and 
teleported himself, leaving the spot where he had stood all of a sudden 
empty. 


Rhodan showed no sign of disapproval. On the contrary, looking at his 
aides he said: “You’ve got to hand it to our Pucky! He deserves our highest 
respect!” 


A hypercom message from Atlan’s flagship came in. 


While the situation on Terra gradually returned to normal not a trace of the 
PENGUIN or Atlan and his 5 companions could be found. 


The radio call ended with the inquiry whether a giant spaceship should be 
dispatched to the starless abyss between the galaxies on a search for the 
Arkonide and the PENGUIN. 


Rhodan withheld his decision. He looked with questioning eyes at his staff. 
“T’m for it,” Bell declared. The others did not say anything. 


The space monitoring station on the Moon reported that the fragment-ship 
had stopped over Terrania and was beginning to descend. 


The telescopic observation station northeast of Terrania relayed the picture, 
showing the odd shape of the cubical ship as it moved closer. 


The huge box stopped 50 km above the city and remained motionless. The 
screen revealed the smallest detail of the ugly vessel. 


Six tiny, glistening points suddenly emerged from the ship and quickly 
moved downwards. 


“Six?” Rhodan murmured. Then, as was his custom, he acted quickly. He 
contacted the observation station and gave his instructions: “Focus on the 6 
points and enlarge the picture to the maximum.” 


The fragment-ship disappeared from the screen, leaving nothing but 
flickering dark lines without discernible contours. 


“T hope they find them,” Bell wished impatiently. 


Soon the tele lens had narrowed in on the range of the dots and revealed 6 
men in Arkonide spacesuits approaching Terrania. 


“That’s Sgt. Maas!” John Marshall exclaimed. 


“And there’s the Imperator! “ Bell exulted and slapped Perry Rhodan’s 
shoulder. 


However there was no sign of the PENGUIN. Atlan and his 5 companions 
were unable to supply any information concerning its whereabouts. 


As they faced Rhodan a report came in that the fragment-ship was busy 


gathering up the last of the robots that had disembarked 10 hours earlier. 
The Posbis were flying back to the fragment-ship which hovered at the 
altitude of 50 km above Terrania. 


Atlan related his painful experience with the transitions of the fragment- 
ship and the abrupt acceleration which had not been ameliorated by thrust 
absorbers aboard the ship. He told Rhodan of his futile efforts to 
communicate with the plasma commander. “Barbarian, our robot friends 
simply refuse to have anything to do with us. They’ ve rescued Terra from a 
mortal danger but they don’t trust us at all.” 


“Are you completely certain, Arkonide?’” Rhodan asked. 

“Yes! Why?” 

“We've lost sight of the PENGUIN. The ship doesn’t answer our calls! Not 
one of the satellite stations we’ve tried has been able to get in touch with 


the PENGUIN. I believe I'll have to send a giant spaceship to Frago to 
search for the PENGUIN.” 


Sgt. Maas, who never before had spoken a word to the First Administrator, 
butted into the conversation: “My PENGUIN lost? Impossible! My ship 
wouldn’t disappear in such an ordinary humdrum way! The Posbis are 
holding the ship and its crew as hostage. May I remind you, sir, that we 
were already unable to call the PENGUIN by radio when we were aboard 
the fragment-ship.” In his excitement Sgt. Maas stretched out his hand and 
proposed to Rhodan: “I’m willing to bet that I'll be back flying the ship not 
later than tomorrow!” 


Mercant and Deringhouse were aghast. Bell wanted to intervene and let the 
sergeant know in no uncertain terms that this was not the way to talk to the 
highest Chief. 


Rhodan stopped him. He took the hand Maas had offered him. “You’re on, 
Maas! But you’ re betting your officer’s commission. Agreed?” 


At that moment the sergeant realized what he had done. Good heavens, he 
thought in his confusion, I’m a fool to bet against the Chief! Now I’m sure 
to get kicked out! 


Only then did he understand what Rhodan had said to him. Recovering his 
wits he replied with a youthful smile: “My officer’s commission? Now I’m 
really convinced, sir, that tomorrow Ill be back at the controls of my 
favorite ship!” 


“Nothing would please me more,” Rhodan answered releasing his hand, 
“and the Solar Fleet will have gained an extraordinary officer!” 


The Posbi fragment spaceship entered into a transition while still in Sol’s 
planetary system. The massive structure disturbance caused some damage 
but it was no more than a mere bagatelle compared to the damage the 
Posbis had prevented by their intervention on Terra. 


The first transition was aimed in the direction of the intergalactic space. As 
soon as the point of emergence had been determined by the Terranian 
observation stations the PENGUIN called the headquarters of the fleet: 


Fleet Headquarters. Was unable to maintain radio communication. 
Departure from Frago prevented by fragment-ship. Just received 
permission from the Posbis to leave with the PENGUIN. Will return to 
Terra. All men on board O.K. signed King. 


Perry Rhodan turned to Sgt. Maas. “Congratulations, Lieutenant,” he said 
cordially. “I like to lose bets like these!” 


Lieutenant Maas beamed with pleasure. 


THE END 


A desperate mission was crowned with success. 


The Posbis, despite being enemies of Earthlings, agreed to lead the fight 
against the Laurins on Terra and extirpate their archenemies. 

The scene of the next adventure is not Terra but a world which tells 
HUMANS TO KEEP OUT... 


William Voltz the youngest of our Perry Rhodan authors has written the 
new novel with the title HUMANS KEEP OUT! 


